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vAbstract
To write a successful screenplay is to form a 
blueprint, a set of dramatic instructions; a structural 
plan to be executed at a later date by film artists and 
technicians. It is vital not to become attached to the 
details; components such as character names and place 
settings will often change as a project undergoes different 
stages of development. Above all else, what must remain on 
the page is the story's dramatic structure, its intention. 
If this is accomplished, the integrity of the screenplay is 
intact, and the writer is in control.
Later that Night: Three Studies in Horror is a
compilation of three short screenplays, each showcasing a 
popular horror subgenre. The screenplays follow Anna and 
Gabriel, a pair of con-artists, as they try to maneuver 
their way through the back roads of Nebraska on one fateful 
summer night. In In Sight, the pair is wrapping up a con 
job when an unexpected guest turns up on the front porch in 
need of help, with surprising consequences. In Pit Stop, a
routine fill-up at a local gas station takes a bloody turn
for the worse when two men attempt a hold-up. Finally, in 
Overnight Guest, Anna's freedom from Gabriel is cut short 
when his spirit refuses to grant her peace.
These three screenplays are written as stand-alone 
pieces that can be viewed in chronological order to form a 
continuous storyline. The purpose of this structure is to 
highlight specific subgenres of horror in each of the three 
scripts and to create an understanding of how each 
functions as a storytelling genre. In Sight is a 
psychological thriller, focusing on feelings of unease and 
impending action. Pit Stop is a "gore script", highlighting
vi
gratuitous amounts of blood and death. Overnight Guest is a 
story of the supernatural, with the protagonist' s life 
being directly affected by an angry spirit.
vii
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Glossary of Terms 
A BEAT - An organic pause in a scene.
CU - Close Up
CUT TO - Indicates a quick, often jarring cut to the next 
scene.
DISSOLVE TO - Gradual, easy movement into the next scene. 
EXT. - Exterior
FADE TO - Much like it sounds, this is a gradual transition 
into a new scene. Oftentimes the full caption will read 
FADE TO BLACK, indicating that the scene is slowly 
dissolving into darkness, usually signaling the end of a 
screenplay.
FLASHBACK - This indicates that the scenes are jumping 
back in time to reveal information that occurred 
previously in order to make what is happening in the 
present clear.
INT. - Interior
OS/OC - Off Screen/Off Camera
POV - Point of View
V.O. - Voice Over

1 .
In Sight
2 .
We open looking down a straight dirt road in the heart of 
the Midwest. It's late summer. All around, corn fields 
extend endlessly across the flat, barely curving landscape. 
The only breaks in the monotony are a few sparse collections 
of trees. On the horizon, a car appears, the engine 
CLICKING along as it speeds down the road.
Seen from above, the car travels down the dirt road at 
neck-breaking speed, twirling up a thick cloud of dust that 
sits in the middle of the road after the car has passed, 
unhurried to settle.
CUT TO:
INT. - FARMHOUSE - EARLY EVENING
A traditional Midwestern farmhouse. The floor plan is open 
and comfortable. The floors are wooden, the walls covered in 
cheerful, floral wallpaper. The furniture is made of solid 
wood and worn in fabric. OS a woman's voice is heard SINGING 
softly, a lovely soprano. Family photos spanning generations 
cover the walls, many in black-and-white.
From the WOMAN'S POV, we move with purpose from an elegantly 
decorated dining room, into a large open foyer with a grand 
oaken staircase, and finally into a well-furnished living 
room.
CUT TO:
INT. - CAR - EARLY EVENING
From the passenger seat, we see the DRIVER of the car. This 
is NOAH. He's 28 years old, both hands gripping the steering 
wheel, knuckles white. He is hard-worn, with a flat-set 
expression suggesting that he rarely has reason to smile. 
He's too thin, his jeans and t-shirt threadbare, his hair 
dirty, clamped under a faded baseball cap.
He slips one hand inside his leather jacket and pulls out an 
old, tarnished flask. He unscrews the lid of the flask and 
takes a long swig. The car SWERVES, almost veering off the 
road. His eyes barely focus on the road in front of him.
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - EARLY EVENING
CUT TO:
3 .
Through thick stalks of corn, we see a doe nibbling at the 
crop in the middle of a cornfield, the stalks and leaves 
SNAPPING under the weight of its hooves. The waning sunlight 
reflects off its coat, giving its fur a deep golden glow. It 
appears content, seemingly oblivious to the surrounding 
world.
CUT TO:
INT. - FARMHOUSE - EARLY EVENING
In the living room, the WOMAN, ANNA, is leaning over an OLD 
MAN who appears to be asleep in an easy chair in front of a 
CRACKLING fire, a blanket tucked around his waist. He's thin 
and sickly. Next to him is a small metal table containing 
several different medicine and prescription bottles, 
and individually wrapped hypodermic syringes. She's SINGING 
to herself.
ANNA is in her late twenties, with soft attractive features 
and a thin frame. She would appear kind, but the way she 
carries herself is rigid and closed-off; her face is 
slightly pinched. Her long hair is pulled back into a neat, 
tight bun. She is wearing a navy pencil skirt and a low cut 
blouse with high heels.
CUT TO:
INT. - CAR - EARLY EVENING
NOAH puts the flask away and presses his foot harder on the 
gas pedal, the engine REVVING menacingly in response. He 
hears something he likes on the radio and turns up the 
volume. He HUMS along, tapping his fingers on the steering 
wheel. The car hits a BUMP in the road and everything 
bounces up, then down again haphazardly.
CUT TO:
EXT. - CORNFIELDS - EARLY EVENING
The deer continues eating at the corn crop. OS a SNAP is 
heard, like a twig breaking under the weight of a large 
animal. The deer's head jerks up. We see its face head-on, 
the large black eyes and the smooth white fur of its chest 
and belly. A BEAT. It takes off running through the 
cornfields.
EXT. - CORNFIELDS - EARLY EVENING
CUT TO:
4 .
ANNA picks up one of the glass bottles from the small metal 
table. She holds it up to the light, examining the label, 
which reads "Morphine." The liquid inside is transparent.
She turns the bottle upside down and brings a previously 
unwrapped hypodermic syringe up to the cap, about to fill 
it.
CUT TO:
INT. - CAR - EARLY EVENING
Seen through the front windshield, the dirt road 
extends past the horizon, seas of cornfields racing past on 
either side. Several yards ahead, a deer runs out into the 
middle of the road. Seeing the car it STOPS, frozen in place 
from fright, and watches head-on as the car approaches 
at break-neck speed.
From the passenger seat, we see NOAH look up from the dash 
board and notice the deer in his path. He SLAMS on the 
brakes with both feet, but it's too late. Tires SCREECH 
across the dirt road.
NOAH
Shit!
CUT TO AT THE SAME MOMENT:
INT. - FARMHOUSE - EARLY EVENING
ANNA'S head jerks sideways, looking towards the windows, as 
if she has just heard a faraway noise. She sets down the 
needle and morphine, wipes her hands on her skirt and walks 
over to one of the large windows. She parts the sheer 
curtains and looks out towards the road.
From the window, we see the front yard of the house, closed 
in with a shelterbelt of tall evergreens. The grass is 
uniformly cut, the driveway two strips of dirt cut into the 
ground from decades of repetitive use. Past the trees, the 
main road is just visible, made of packed dirt. It is empty 
and SILENT.
FOYER STAIRWAY
Looking up the grand oaken staircase we see a man's feet 
making heavy, deliberate steps as he descends the stairs.
INT. - FARMHOUSE - EARLY EVENING
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 5.
He is around 35, his dark hair beginning to gray 
prematurely, the sole aspect of his appearance that hints 
at stress. His face is friendly and composed, with the hint 
of a grin at the edges of his mouth. He is wearing a silk 
shirt and tie, slacks, and leather shoes. This is GABRIEL.
He reaches the bottom of the stairs.
From GABRIEL'S POV. Our view pans across the foyer and into 
the living room, coming to rest on ANNA, who is still 
looking out the window.
GABRIEL 
Is it done?
LIVING ROOM
ANNA JUMPS at the sound of his voice. Without looking at 
him, she walks quickly back across the room to the OLD MAN 
and kneels over the small metal table.
ANNA
Almost. I got distracted.
She takes the syringe and fills it from the bottle,
giving the hollow glass chamber a few FLICKS from her finger
before jabbing the OLD MAN in the inner elbow.
GABRIEL
By what?
ANNA
Oh, nothing. I thought I heard 
something outside.
The view tightens as GABRIEL walks over to the window. He 
looks through the curtain, revealing the same scene ANNA saw 
just moments before. Everything is still. The BUZZ of 
cicadas is loud enough to be heard through the glass.
ANNA 
There. All done.
She pulls the OLD MAN'S shirt sleeve down. We glimpse 
the inner flesh of his elbow. It's covered in pock marks; 
scars from countless needle punctures. She straightens up 
and smooths down her skirt with her hands.
ANNA
Are we ready to go?
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 6.
GABRIEL 
I need to go through a few 
more papers in the study. Make sure 
everything's in order. Why don't 
you make yourself a drink?
He motions towards a well-stocked drink cart in the corner 
of the room.
ANNA
Please hurry. I don't think I'd
like to be here after dark. It's so
quiet...
ANNA'S POV. She stares at the OLD MAN. His body rests limply
in the comfortable chair. The frame tightens until we can
see the creases in his face, thrown into stark relief by the 
glow of the fire.
GABRIEL
Make sure you clean up after 
yourself.
ANNA
When is the housekeeper coming?
GABRIEL 
Early tomorrow morning.
ANNA
Is that enough time?
GABRIEL 
I'll worry about that.
ANNA
Okay.
He exits, leaving her standing in the living room. She 
glances around, her eyes taking in the large collection of 
photographs on the walls.
We pan across one wall of the collection slowly, close 
enough to pick out individual faces. Most of the photos are 
from several generations past, but there are many more 
recent ones. Each photo depicts members from a family of 
hard, toughened farmers.
Her eyes eventually come to rest back on the face of the OLD 
MAN. Her hands fidget at her sides. Eventually, she heads 
over to the drink cart and pours herself a generous glass of 
brandy. Above the drink cart is a large family portrait in 
sepia tones. Staring at it, she downs the drink in several 
large GULPS.
7 .
DISSOLVE TO:
Seen from the road, NOAH'S car is halfway in a ditch, only 
the trunk clearly visible. Steam HISSES from under the hood. 
In the middle of the road, the deer lies dead, its tongue 
hanging out of its mouth, bloody intestines spilling 
out of its stomach. We close in on the deer's eye, a large 
black orb, unblinking and unseeing.
OS we hear NOAH COUGH. A BEAT. The door of the car CREAKS 
open. The HISSING under the hood continues in the 
background. We see NOAH spill out of the car, landing face 
down in the ditch, still COUGHING.
CUT TO:
KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER
ANNA is at the sink, washing the glass she has just used.
The kitchen is a large, fifties era white room with bright 
fluorescent lights. The appliances are several decades old, 
the stove is cast iron. A large vase of fresh flowers sits 
on the island. It's cheerful and open.
She dries the glass with a kitchen towel and sets it aside. 
OS there is a KNOCK at the front door. She looks up,
FREEZES.
CUT TO:
STUDY
The walls of the study are lined with bookcases with glass 
doors. A Persian rug covers most of the floor. Behind the 
large Chippendale desk, there is a family portrait taken 
several decades ago. The father's features are similar to 
the OLD MAN. A credenza sits under the portrait, laden with 
books and stacks of paper.
GABRIEL is seated behind the desk, a briefcase open in front 
of him. He is sorting through official looking documents, 
reading each one closely.
The door to the study is ajar, leading out into the foyer. 
ANNA pushes the door open slowly, peeking her head into the 
study. SHE LOOKS PANICKED.
ANNA
Someone's at the door.
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - EARLY EVENING
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 8.
GABRIEL 
What are you talking about?
OS there is another KNOCK, this time more insistent. ANNA 
looks towards the front door, then back at GABRIEL, her eyes 
wide.
ANNA
(whispering)
What should we do?
He shuts the briefcase and SNAPS the locks into place, then 
stands up. He takes the briefcase with him into the foyer. 
She follows behind him, heels CLICKING on the hardwood 
floor. He sets the briefcase down by the stairs, walks over 
to the front door, and listens.
FOYER
The foyer is dark, the only light coming from the fire 
burning in the living room. He motions to ANNA to be quiet. 
OS there is a third KNOCK.
NOAH V.O.
Hello?
A BEAT. ANNA'S body is outlined by the firelight. Her thin 
frame ghostlike, towering. We see her knees SHAKE violently 
for a moment before she gets her body under control, her 
hands clenched at her sides.
NOAH V.O.
Is anyone home?
ANNA
(whispering)
What do we do?
CUT TO:
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - EARLY EVENING
NOAH is standing on the front porch of the farmhouse, 
waiting for someone to come to the door after he's knocked.
He takes a step backwards and STUMBLES, catching himself on 
one of the large supporting pillars. His flask tumbles onto 
the porch, liquid SLOSHING from inside. He picks it up and 
quickly hides it again in his jacket.
CUT BACK TO:
9 .
GABRIEL'S face is dark, shrouded in thought. ANNA is 
pale-faced, her eyes wide. He grabs her elbow, turning her 
so that she faces the living room doorway.
GABRIEL
(whispering)
Go sit down.
ANNA
(whispering)
What are you going to do?
GABRIEL 
We're going to let him in.
ANNA
You can't.
Still holding her elbow, he gives her a PUSH forward.
Her shoes CLACK against the hardwood floor as she tries to 
keep her balance in the high heels. Resigned, she exits into 
the living room.
NOAH V.O.
Please. I need help.
GABRIEL takes a moment to insure he looks presentable.
Then, turning back towards the entrance, he flips on the 
foyer light and casually opens the front door.
NOAH is standing on the porch. His clothes are torn, his 
face bruised and battered. There's a large cut above his 
left eye, a dried trail of blood halfway down his cheek.
EXT. - FRONT PORCH - EVENING
NOAH stands there, staring at GABRIEL, his hands hidden in 
the pockets of his jeans, his shoulders slouched over. The 
porch lights are on, and a moth flutters around one of the 
lights, casting shadows.
NOAH
Hi.
GABRIEL 
Good evening.
NOAH
Do you live here?
INT. - FOYER - EARLY EVENING
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
GABRIEL steps out onto the porch and closes the door behind 
him. He crosses his hands in front of his chest and leans 
against the doorframe.
GABRIEL 
Can I help you?
NOAH
Yeah...yes. Yes, I'm sorry to 
bother you, given the hour and all.
My car crashed a few miles down the 
road.
GABRIEL
How awful.
NOAH
Yeah. A deer ran out into the 
middle of the road. There was 
nothing I could do.
GABRIEL
That's terrible. Looks like you're 
pretty beat up.
NOAH touches the gash on his forehead and WINCES.
NOAH
Yeah. It's just a scratch, 
really. Anyway, I was hoping I 
could use your phone?
GABRIEL
Our phone?
NOAH
Yeah. I just need to make a quick 
call. About the car.
GABRIEL
Of course, but unfortunately the 
phone hasn't been working all day.
NOAH 
Oh, really?
GABRIEL takes a step forward, NOAH takes a step back. 
GABRIEL is several inches taller than NOAH, his body more 
muscular, more defined. Next to him, NOAH appears meek, 
almost helpless.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
GABRIEL
Happens sometimes out here. We're 
hoping it'll be back on soon.
NOAH
All right. Do you mind if I come in 
and wait awhile? See if it starts 
working again?
A BEAT. GABRIEL takes in NOAH'S appearance, panning up and 
down his thin frame. He finally opens the door and steps 
back, an invitation to come inside.
GABRIEL 
Of course. Please come in.
INT. - FARMHOUSE - EVENING
GABRIEL follows NOAH into the foyer. ANNA is in the living 
room, seated on the couch. She sits up straighter when she 
sees NOAH come through the door, her hand clutching the arm 
of the sofa. The OLD MAN remains in front of the fire, 
unmoving.
NOAH looks around him, taking in the house. He notices ANNA 
sitting in the living room and nods to her out of 
politeness. She looks sternly back, unmoving, her back 
rigid.
NOAH
This sure is a nice house you folks 
have.
GABRIEL
How kind of you to say so. Can I 
offer you something to drink?
LIVING ROOM
He leads NOAH into the living room. The only light in the 
room is from the CRACKLING fire, which casts everything in 
shadow. The waning light from the setting sun, outline the 
windows.
NOAH
I'd love one, thanks.
GABRIEL
I think my wife just finished with 
the dishes. Ah...yes! There are 
fresh glasses waiting on the cart.
Please, have a seat.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 12 .
NOAH sits down in one of the plush arm chairs across from 
the sofa, nearest to the OLD MAN. GABRIEL walks around to 
the drink cart in the corner of the room. Over his shoulder, 
he calls back to NOAH.
GABRIEL 
What are you drinking?
NOAH
Oh...uhm, bourbon if you've got it.
GABRIEL 
Bourbon it is.
We see NOAH seated in the armchair, his hands between his 
knees. Behind him GABRIEL opens a decanter and pours a large 
helping into a crystal glass. Things CLINK and CLATTER. He 
walks over to the chair, holding the glass in the rag.
GABRIEL 
Here you are.
He hands the glass to NOAH, who takes it thankfully. GABRIEL 
walks around the chairs and takes a seat next to ANNA on the 
sofa. He puts his arm around her shoulders, squeezing her 
close. She stares into the fire without acknowledging his 
affections.
NOAH takes a drink from the glass, downing half of the 
contents in one GULP. He settles back into his seat, relaxed 
by the effects of the alcohol.
NOAH
So, you two live here alone?
GABRIEL 
Actually, this is my wife's 
grandfather's home.
GABRIEL motions to the OLD MAN seated by the fire, still 
asleep.
NOAH
Oh!
NOAH jumps a few inches out of his chair, the contents of 
his glass SLOSHING around, but not spilling. GABRIEL bursts 
out LAUGHING, slapping his knee emphatically, jostling ANNA.
GABRIEL 
Don't worry. He won't bite.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 13 .
NOAH
I'm sorry... I didn't see him 
before. Is he okay?
GABRIEL
He's very ill, I'm afraid. My wife 
and I are here taking care of him 
for the time being.
ANNA
I need another drink.
She gets up from the sofa and walks back around to the drink 
cart. GABRIEL leans forward towards NOAH.
GABRIEL
(whispering)
He hasn't got much time left, the 
poor fellow. It's been very hard on 
her, watching him deteriorate in 
this way. I'm worried her heart is 
going to break from the pain.
NOAH 
Can he hear us?
GABRIEL
Not at all. His medicine knocks him 
out cold. He's dead to the world.
GABRIEL LAUGHS. ANNA sits back down on the sofa, a full 
glass in her hand. She takes a drink. GABRIEL wraps his arm 
around her. She ignores him, staring into the fire.
GABRIEL
So, tell us about yourself. Where 
were you headed before your 
unfortunate incident this evening?
NOAH takes another drink, COUGHS.
NOAH
Nowhere in particular. I heard they 
were hiring at the meat packing 
plant out in Wilber, so I thought 
maybe I'd see if I could get myself 
a job out there. Maybe start taking 
some night classes in Crete or 
Lincoln.
GABRIEL
They pay pretty well, I assume?
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 14 .
NOAH
Not bad. Especially if you're up 
for working on the slaughtering 
floor. That's where the real money 
is.
NOAH touches the gash on his forehead and WINCES again. 
There's blood on his fingertips. He shakes his head 
slightly, CHUCKLING to himself, and takes another long sip 
from his glass.
NOAH
Though I'm not sure if I'm much up 
for the job. I can't even stomach 
my own blood.
GABRIEL
Love, do you think you could run 
upstairs and find some bandages for 
our friend here? And maybe 
something for the pain?
NOAH
Oh, you folks don't have to do 
that.
GABRIEL 
Not at all, it would be our 
pleasure.
ANNA continues to stare into the fire, seeming not to have 
heard GABRIEL and NOAH'S conversation. GABRIEL squeezes her 
shoulder, his face formed into a rigid smile.
GABRIEL 
Isn't that right, darling?
She turns her head to face him. A BEAT. She looks to NOAH, 
attempting a smile.
ANNA
Of course, I'll be right back.
She stands up and carries her glass with her out of the 
room.
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
Outside night is finished descending on the farmhouse. The 
sounds of crickets CHIRPING and the wind BLOWING through the 
trees are nearly drowned out by the insistent BUZZ of 
cicadas. The porch lights are on, and moths flutter close to 
the only source of light for miles in all directions.
15 .
INT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
With ANNA gone, the living room is quiet for a moment. The 
fire continues to CRACKLE merrily in the grate. NOAH looks 
above GABRIEL'S head, at a collection of family photos in 
varying size frames on the wall. The faces are shrouded 
because of the lack of light in the room.
NOAH
Your wife has a big family.
GABRIEL
I'm sorry?
NOAH
All the pictures.
GABRIEL pivots in his seat and looks behind him, taking in 
the mass of photographs for himself.
GABRIEL
Ah, yes. The family is quite 
extensive.
NOAH stands up from the chair, wobbling slightly from the 
alcohol. He walks over to the wall, trying to get a better 
look at the photographs. GABRIEL remains on the sofa, his 
eyes following NOAH.
NOAH 
It's funny.
GABRIEL 
What's that?
NOAH
I don't see any pictures of you two 
on these walls.
GABRIEL gets up from the sofa and walks over to stand next 
to NOAH.
GABRIEL
Not of the two of us, no. To tell 
you the truth...
He leans in close to NOAH, as though sharing an intimate 
secret.
GABRIEL
The family was never too thrilled 
about my wife's choice of husband.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
NOAH
Understood. I quit meeting the 
parents a long time ago. Too much 
of a hassle.
GABRIEL
See...there she is as a little 
girl.
He points towards one of the more recent pictures. It's 
a photograph of the whole extended family, maybe forty 
people in all. Several young children are standing in the 
front, in dresses and slacks. Their faces are all smiling. 
NOAH squints to get a better look in the dim light.
NOAH 
That one, there?
He points towards one of the girls in the middle. She's 
around seven or eight years old, her hair in pig tails.
GABRIEL
Yes. Beautiful, isn't she? Even at 
that age.
OS there is a short GASP from the OLD MAN. NOAH and GABRIEL 
both JUMP in surprise.
NOAH
What was that?
GABRIEL moves swiftly over to the OLD MAN. He turns around 
suddenly, facing NOAH, and makes a scene of checking his 
watch.
GABRIEL
Ah! I had quite forgotten. It's 
time for him to take his 
medication. If you don't mind, I 
could use your help.
NOAH
Oh, um...sure, I guess.
NOAH joins GABRIEL by the fire. He sets his glass on the 
little metal stand containing the different medications and 
needles while GABRIEL rolls up the OLD MAN'S sleeve to 
expose the inside of his elbow. In the firelight, the 
pockmarks are clearly visible.
GABRIEL methodically takes one of the needles and begins to 
fill it from one of the glass bottles labeled "Morphine". 
The OLD MAN WHEEZES, his eyes fluttering open.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
GABRIEL 
Make sure he doesn't move.
NOAH
What?
GABRIEL
I need you to hold him down while I 
do this.
NOAH
Okay...
He puts his hands on both of the OLD MAN'S arms, lightly, 
keeping him steady. The OLD MAN jerks violently.
GABRIEL 
You need to be firm.
GABRIEL finishes filling the needle and stands over NOAH and 
the OLD MAN. In the firelight, he looks menacing. The OLD 
MAN GROANS audibly. His head jerks forward a few inches.
NOAH presses down, putting more weight on the OLD MAN'S 
arms. His expression is full of worry.
NOAH
You're sure I'm not hurting him?
GABRIEL
Not at all. Now hold him there for 
just a few more moments.
The OLD MAN begins to WHIMPER, his eyes closed, but does not 
speak. It is not clear whether or not he is able to. GABRIEL 
leans down and inserts the needle into the flesh of the OLD 
MAN'S inner arm. The OLD MAN WHIMPERS again, trying to 
struggle. Quickly, his struggling subsides and his body 
becomes limp once again.
GABRIEL
(soothingly)
There we go...
He finishes administering the dose and takes the needle out 
of the OLD MAN'S arm, discarding it on the metal table. He 
picks up NOAH'S glass and holds it out to him.
GABRIEL
You can let go now. He's asleep.
NOAH straightens up, taking the glass from GABRIEL. He takes 
a long drink, emptying the contents.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
GABRIEL
Another?
NOAH
Please.
INTERCUT WITH:
FOYER
Facing into the foyer from the front door, we watch as ANNA 
ascends the stairs slowly, her drink held loosely by her 
side, ice cubes CLINKING against the crystal with each step. 
If she weren't wearing heels, her feet would be dragging.
She sways slightly as she walks. She reaches the top of the 
stairs and turns down a dark hallway.
UPSTAIRS BATHROOM
ANNA flips on the light in a small upstairs bathroom 
consisting of a claw foot tub, a toilet, and pedestal sink. 
Above the sink is a large mirror with a medicine cabinet 
behind it.
Watching ANNA in the mirror, we see her take a long drink 
from her glass. She sets the glass on the edge of the sink 
and leans forward, looking at her reflection closely, her 
eyes glassed over and vacant.
She turns on the sink and splashes water on her face. She 
SNIFFS, water dripping from her nose. She grabs a towel from 
the nearby rack and dries off.
The view tightens on her reflection. Finally, she opens the 
medicine cabinet. Her reflection in the mirror is replaced 
with a series of shallow shelves filled with a myriad of 
prescription bottles, first aid supplies, and varying 
personal hygiene items. She shuffles through the contents 
and pulls out some bandages, cotton balls, antiseptic.
With the supplies in her hand, she peruses the prescription 
bottles. Finally, she grabs one and shuts the door. Her face 
is seen in the mirror once again. She grabs her glass and 
walks out of the room.
CUT TO:
19 .
MASTER BEDROOM
ANNA stands in front of a floor length mirror in the master 
bedroom, staring at herself, her glass held at shoulder 
level in her hand. The room is dimly lit, with a large four 
poster bed in the center, an ornate wardrobe adjacent to the 
mirror.
She goes over to the wardrobe and throws back the doors, 
revealing dozens of floor length dresses from several 
decades ago. She shuffles through them one-by-one, finding 
one that piques her interest and taking it out of the 
wardrobe.
She holds the dress up to herself in front of the mirror, 
swaying back and forth with it, letting the skirt swish and 
flow. She drains her glass and sets it on the floor.
From the reflection in the mirror, we watch as she removes 
her hair tie and bobby pins one at a time, letting her hair 
fall naturally, soft curls cascading down to her chest. She 
runs her fingers through her hair, never taking her eyes off 
of her own reflection. OS GABRIEL calls to her from 
downstairs.
CUT TO:
FOYER
We watch from the threshold as ANNA descends the stairs, the 
medical supplies in one hand and her empty glass in the 
other. Her hair is back in a tight bun. She occasionally 
rests her elbow on the bannister for support. OS there are 
the muffled sounds of GABRIEL and NOAH conversing in the 
living room.
LIVING ROOM
ANNA walks into the living room and sees GABRIEL and NOAH 
sitting around the fire, LAUGHING. NOAH has a fresh drink in 
his hand.
GABRIEL
Ah! There you are. We were starting 
to worry.
ANNA
It took me awhile to find 
everything.
She walks over to the metal table next to the OLD MAN and 
sets down the supplies. She sees the used needle.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 20 .
ANNA
What happened?
GABRIEL
Nothing, love. Grandpa needed his 
nightly dose.
ANNA 
He woke up?
GABRIEL
Don't worry. We took good care of 
him, didn't we NOAH?
NOAH
He's peaceful now, I think.
GABRIEL 
I agree, quite peaceful.
GABRIEL stands up and meets ANNA by the table, wrapping her 
in what appears to be a comforting embrace. She puts her 
arms around his waist, hugging him dutifully.
GABRIEL
There, there love. No need to 
worry.
ANNA
I must have mistaken the dosage 
this afternoon.
GABRIEL 
An honest mistake.
ANNA
Of course.
He releases her and she tilts back slightly, finding her 
footing again. In the firelight, her arms are red from 
GABRIEL'S grip. She turns to NOAH, who is happily seated in 
his armchair, enjoying himself.
ANNA
Thank you for being here.
NOAH
Hey, I'm glad I could help.
GABRIEL
Did you find the bandages, love?
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 21 .
ANNA
I put everything on the table.
He walks over to the metal table and rifles through the 
supplies, picking up the prescription bottle and reading the 
label.
GABRIEL 
Is this all we have?
ANNA
It's the best I could find.
GABRIEL
Well, this won't work. We don't 
want to kill our guest.
He CHUCKLES to himself and takes NOAH'S empty glass from his 
hands.
GABRIEL
Looks like all we can offer you for 
the pain is more liquor. Can I pour 
you another drink?
NOAH 
By all means.
GABRIEL 
Coming right up.
GABRIEL walks around to the drink cart, the pill bottle in 
his hand. He begins to make NOAH another drink. Again, there 
is the CLINK and CLATTER as glasses and decanters are moved 
around.
ANNA grabs the iodine and a cotton ball. She sits down on 
the arm of NOAH'S chair and opens the bottle, pressing the 
cotton ball to the opening and turning it upside down. She 
leans forward and starts to wipe at the gash wound on NOAH'S 
forehead.
NOAH
Ow!
ANNA 
Hold still.
NOAH
Sorry. It stings.
NOAH GIGGLES, intoxicated. By the time GABRIEL comes around 
the chairs with a fresh drink in his hands, she is putting 
the finishing touches on the bandaging.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 22 .
GABRIEL
Drink up!
He hands the glass to NOAH, who takes it thankfully. ANNA 
stands up and smooths her skirt with her hands.
ANNA 
There, all done.
She takes a seat on the couch next to GABRIEL. He puts his 
arm around her shoulders and she settles into him, 
seemingly more calm than before. Her eyes TWINKLE in the 
firelight, glassed over from the alcohol.
GABRIEL
Let me know how you like that 
drink. Made you something special.
NOAH takes a deep drink from his glass.
NOAH
Strong. What's in it?
GABRIEL
Bourbon mostly. It's an old family 
recipe.
He squeezes ANNA'S shoulders to indicate he's talking about 
her. She gives NOAH a tense smile, her lips barely curling. 
NOAH takes another drink and settles further back into his 
chair.
NOAH
How long are you folks planning to 
stay out here?
GABRIEL 
Not much longer, now.
NOAH
Someone gonna take care of him when 
you leave?
GABRIEL
There's a housekeeper that's here 
normally. Lovely woman. She'll 
resume her duties once we've left.
NOAH
It's nice of you folks to come out 
here like you did. Ain't too many 
people left who put family first, 
not even around here.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 23 .
GABRIEL
It's something we take pride in.
NOAH
Good.
From NOAH'S POV, GABRIEL and ANNA look at him expectantly 
from their position on the couch. The room begins to blur at 
the edges of his vision, and things begin to swirl slightly, 
the way they do when a person is either really drunk or 
about to faint.
NOAH
I'm feeling better already.
GABRIEL 
Good, good.
NOAH 
Bottoms up.
He drains the last of his glass with a solid GULP, swaying 
in his seat. GABRIEL stands up and takes the glass from his 
hand and puts it back on the drink cart in the corner of the 
room. ANNA leans forward in her seat, towards NOAH.
ANNA
How are you feeling?
NOAH
Little dizzy, to be honest.
Might've had too much.
ANNA
Lean your head back. Relax.
From NOAH'S POV, ANNA is leaning forward in her seat. Her 
legs are crossed, her hands poised daintily on her top knee. 
Her eyes are glassy and alight, the reflection of the fire 
clearly visible in her pupils. Her face is poised in an 
almost smile, expectant.
ANNA
Can I get you anything else?
NOAH'S POV. He blinks a few times, trying to clear his 
blurry vision. The room begins to spin more violently.
NOAH
Could I have some water?
ANNA does not move from the sofa. GABRIEL appears, standing 
over him in the dim light. He puts his hand out and places 
it on his shoulder.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 24 .
GABRIEL 
Are you all right?
NOAH 
I'm not sure.
NOAH'S POV. He stands up, his legs wobbling under him, 
barely supporting his weight. His vision is almost 
completely blurred. There's the light of the fire, the 
shadows of ANNA and GABRIEL. He takes a few halting steps 
towards the foyer.
OS the telephone RINGS from somewhere inside the house.
NOAH
Oh, good! The phones are working...
NOAH'S POV. He collapses onto the floor, his head looking up 
towards the ceiling. The firelight dances on the ceiling.
The figures of ANNA and GABRIEL appear, looking down at him.
NOAH
What's happening...
ANNA
Shhh...
GABRIEL
Relax.
NOAH'S POV. His eyes open and close repeatedly, each time 
the view is more and more obstructed, until his eyes close 
for the final time and he slips into unconsciousness.
FADE TO BLACK.
KITCHEN - LATER
ANNA stands at the kitchen sink, washing dishes. She's 
wearing dishwashing gloves, a strange contrast against the 
prim, successful appearance of her clothes and hair. She 
rinses off a glass and sets it into the rack to dry.
FOYER
GABRIEL descends the stairs, carrying a kitchen towel in his 
hand. When he gets to the bottom, he peers into the living 
room for a moment.
The fire is beginning to die in the grate. Only one or two 
small flames remain, illuminating the outline of the OLD MAN 
in the chair, and NOAH'S unconscious body in the same place 
on the floor.
25 .
KITCHEN
GABRIEL walks into the kitchen. ANNA is still washing dishes 
at the sink. He walks up behind her and wraps his arms 
around her waist. He kisses her cheek and hugs her, SIGHING 
to himself in contentment. She smiles. It's the first real 
smile we've seen from her all evening.
ANNA
I'll be done in a minute.
GABRIEL
Take your time. I just finished 
with the upstairs.
ANNA
And downstairs?
GABRIEL 
Taken care of.
ANNA
Is there anything left to do?
GABRIEL
Just the finishing touch. I'll need 
your help.
ANNA
Of course.
He leaves the room. ANNA starts to HUM to herself, a sad, 
slow tune. She gazes out of the night-blackened window over 
the sink, lost in thought.
LIVING ROOM
GABRIEL flips on the lights in the living room. For the 
first time, we see the room in full relief. The furniture, 
the drink cart, the OLD MAN in his chair by the fire, and 
NOAH still unconscious in the same position on the floor.
He walks over to NOAH and stands over him. He studies his 
face for a moment before bending down and checking the pulse 
in his neck. He looks at his watch, counting. Satisfied, he 
stands up.
Before leaving, he takes a look around the room. The family 
photos on the walls are all clearly visible, and we span 
across a large assortment of them slowly, one last time. 
GABRIEL and ANNA are in none of the pictures, the OLD MAN is 
in quite a few.
26 .
ANNA and GABRIEL exit the house through the front door, 
locking the door behind them. He slips the key under the 
welcome mat, obviously where he must have found it earlier.
ANNA gets into the car right away, but GABRIEL lingers on 
the front porch for a moment. He takes a deep BREATH, then 
SIGHS. He sets the briefcase he's been holding on the porch, 
straightens his tie, picks up the briefcase and follows ANNA 
into the car.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
GABRIEL gets into the driver's seat and passes the briefcase 
over to ANNA.
GABRIEL 
Hold this for me.
ANNA leans forward and looks up at the house. From her POV, 
the farmhouse is outlined in the dark, stars visible by the 
thousands in the clear sky above. A slow spiral of smoke 
still curls out from the chimney. She glances behind her for 
a moment, looking at something in the backseat.
ANNA
Let's get out of here.
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - LATER THAT NIGHT
ANNA and GABRIEL'S car is gone from the driveway. The porch 
lights are still on, and small curls of smoke continue to
waft up from the chimney. Cicadas continue to BUZZ
incessantly, hidden in the trees.
An old car pulls up into the driveway of the farmhouse, the 
brakes giving off a metallic SQUEAK as it comes to a stop. A 
woman, MARGARET, gets out of the car. She's carrying several 
bags in her arms, loaded with groceries.
She's in her sixties, with gray hair falling in thin curls 
down to her shoulders. She's a heavyset woman with a lot of 
strength, her arms large but muscular, her face kind yet 
strict.
She walks around to the back side of the house and unlocks
the door leading into the kitchen.
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
27 .
She opens the kitchen door and walks inside, flipping the 
lights on. The room is illuminated in a wash of fluorescent 
light. The dishes ANNA was washing earlier are no longer on 
the drying rack. Everything is in its place.
MARGARET
(loudly)
Mr. Korbelik?
She sets the bags down on the island. Groceries spill out 
onto the counter. An orange rolls across the countertop, 
coming to a stop before it falls onto the floor. She grabs a 
box of oatmeal and opens a cupboard to put it away. She 
continues to talk, putting food away as she rambles on.
MARGARET
It's me, Margaret. I was in town at 
the supermarket today, so I did 
your shopping for you. Figured I'd 
drop by and put everything away. I 
tried to call.
She closes the refrigerator. Leaving the rest of the 
groceries on the counter, she walks out of the kitchen, 
towards the dining room.
FOYER
Looking out of the living room and into the foyer, we see 
MARGARET walk into the dining room. It's dark. The only 
light in this part of the house comes from the dying fire in 
the living room.
She stops walking when she reaches the foyer. Her figure is 
outlined in the darkness of the dining room. Her hands are 
on her wide hips.
From her POV, we look into the living room. The fire is 
almost dead in the grate. Only a small collection of embers 
continue to burn, barely illuminating the outline of the OLD 
MAN.
MARGARET
Fallen asleep in your chair again?
I've told you time after time, it 
ain't good for your neck. Now let's 
get you on upstairs and into bed.
She walks into the living room, her large frame outlined by 
the light of the dying embers. We cannot see the floor.
INT. - FARMHOUSE KITCHEN - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 28 .
MARGARET
Bit warm outside for a fire, don't 
you think?
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
Outside, the air is still. The wind is no longer blowing 
through the trees and across the fields. Moths continue to 
hover around the porch lights. OS a SCREAM is heard, loud 
enough to rival, but not overcome, the unceasing BUZZ of the 
summer cicadas.
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - MORNING
It's morning in farm country. The sunlight is fresh against 
the cornfields, which burn a healthy golden yellow in the 
light. Birds are CHIRPING in a clump of nearby trees. The 
sky above is a clear, painfully pale blue.
From above, we see NOAH lying on the ground, a few feet from 
the dirt road. He GROANS, his eyes beginning to flutter. The 
deer carcass is still in the middle of the road, indicating 
that no one drove by since his crash the night before.
From NOAH'S POV. His eyes open, sunlight flooding in 
painfully. He covers his face with his hand, shielding 
himself from the light. He GROANS.
NOAH sits up. He cradles his head in his hands for a moment. 
He feels the bandage that ANNA put over his wound the night 
before. His head jerks up, remembering. He searches around 
him, realizing where he is. His car is several feet away, 
still in the ditch. He stands up and hobbles over to it 
slowly.
INT. - CAR - MORNING
From the passenger seat, NOAH pulls open the driver's side 
door and sits down. He opens the glove compartment and 
rummages around inside, pulling out a pack of cigarettes. He 
pulls a light from his pocket and lights up, inhaling 
deeply. The smoke fills the tiny cavity of the car. He puts 
both hands on the wheel and leans his head against the 
steering wheel.
FLASHBACK TO:
29 .
ANNA is wiping down the surfaces in the living room with 
a rag, removing any and all fingerprints. On the floor, 
NOAH'S unconscious body is lying in the same position. 
GABRIEL enters the living room, the briefcase in his hand.
GABRIEL
Still out?
ANNA
See for yourself.
GABRIEL kneels down next to NOAH. He reaches out and puts 
two fingers on NOAH'S neck, checking his pulse. He looks 
down at his watch, counting heartbeats as the seconds tick 
by.
ANNA
Well?
GABRIEL 
Looks good.
ANNA 
That's a relief.
She looks pointedly over at the OLD MAN.
CUT TO:
EXT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
GABRIEL and ANNA slowly carry NOAH'S unconscious body down 
the front steps, GABRIEL holding him up by the shoulders 
while ANNA holds his feet. They're headed towards the open 
backseat of their car.
CUT TO:
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
From the backseat, GABRIEL drives the car down the deserted 
dirt road, ANNA seated in the passenger seat. Neither of 
them speaks, they just look straight ahead. NOAH'S 
unconscious body covers the backseat. ANNA turns around for 
a moment to check on him, making sure he's not awake.
INT. - FARMHOUSE - NIGHT
CUT TO:
30 .
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
Headlights illuminate NOAH'S car in the ditch by the road. 
ANNA and GABRIEL'S car comes to a stop, brakes SCREECHING.
OS doors SLAM. There's SHUFFLING, and the two appear 
carrying NOAH'S body into the ditch. They place him on the 
ground, close to his car. His head THUNKS as it hits the 
hard ground.
Finished, the two get back into the car and speed off, 
leaving NOAH alone in the middle of the country, 
unconscious.
FLASH FORWARD TO:
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - PRESENT DAY - LATE MORNING
Looking on from several feet back, we see the front of 
NOAH'S car in the ditch. Gravel CRUNCHES, and a police car 
approaches, its brakes SCREECHING as it comes to a stop 
behind NOAH'S car.
The COP gets out, car door SLAMMING shut behind him. He's 
wearing a black cowboy hat, a sheriff's badge displayed 
proudly in the center. He's older, wearing dark sun glasses 
and supporting the characteristic belly bulge of a man who 
doesn't get much physical activity.
He walks around the patrol car and up to the dead deer in 
the middle of the road, staring down at it for a few 
seconds, then walks up to NOAH'S car, hand ready to 
unsheathe his gun if the need arises. He walks around to the 
driver's side window and TAPS on the glass.
Looking head on at the front of the car, we see NOAH JOLT 
up, his head turning towards the sound. He sees the COP 
looming over him outside of the window. He takes a long drag 
from his cigarette.
NOAH
Officer.
COP
Step on out of the car, please, 
son.
NOAH
Yes, sir.
He takes one last puff of his cigarette before stamping it 
out in the ashtray. He opens the car door and steps out.
31 .
ROAD
NOAH joins the COP in the middle of the road, a few feet 
from the dead deer.
COP
You want to tell me what happened 
here?
NOAH 
I'm not sure.
COP
You been drinking?
We slowly pull back from the scene. From above, we can see 
NOAH and the COP continue to talk in the middle of the road, 
close to the dead deer. NOAH'S car and the police cruiser 
slowly come into view as music begins to PLAY and the 
credits start to roll.
Seen from above, we continue to pan out, the scene below 
widening to include the surrounding cornfields. The COP 
leads NOAH to his car. He leans him over the front hood and 
handcuffs him. He opens the back door of the cop car and 
places NOAH inside, SLAMMING the door shut behind him. The 
MUSIC grows louder.
We continue to pan out on the scene. The COP gets into the 
front seat of the police cruiser, SLAMMING the door. He 
flips on the SIRENS. The blue and red lights FLASH and the 
siren BLARES as he pulls away from the curb and drives off, 
exiting the screen. We are left looking at the crashed car 
and the dead deer. The MUSIC continues.
FADE TO BLACK.

33 .
Pit Stop
34 .
EXT. - COUNTY ROAD - NIGHT
Seen from above, a pair of headlights illuminate an empty
country road in the heart of the Midwest.
The car moves slowly along the straight and narrow road. The 
sky is clear, the surrounding landscape so untampered 
by synthetic light that the stars are seen clearly and by
the thousands. The moon casts a melancholy glow across a
seemingly endless stretch of cornfields.
On a nearby telephone pole, a crow perches on the line. It 
CAWS and stretches its wings, black feathers glossy in the 
moonlight. Then it sweeps forward and flies away into the 
darkness, its wings catching the moon's reflection as it 
glides away.
The car eventually reaches a crossroad, deliberates for a 
moment, then turns and continues on.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
A man sits behind the steering wheel. He's 35, with the 
composed appearance of a successful salesman working 
on commission. The corners of his mouth hint at a grin. His 
clothes are costly and well-pressed. His hair is peppered 
with gray. This is GABRIEL.
A woman occupies the passenger seat, gripping a briefcase. 
She's in her late twenties, her clothes and appearance just 
so, like a fashion mannequin. Her lips are small and pursed. 
Though the car jostles around on the dirt road, she remains 
rigidly immobile. This is ANNA.
GABRIEL adjusts the radio dial. A country station comes on; 
a voice CROONS through the speakers. He SINGS along under 
his breath for a few moments, then turns to ANNA.
GABRIEL 
How are things?
ANNA looks down at the briefcase on her lap, then at the 
reflection in the side mirror. The road behind them is empty 
and dark. A BEAT. GABRIEL reaches out and pulls the 
briefcase from her grasp.
ANNA
What are you doing?
He reaches back and sets the suitcase on the floor of the 
back seat. He grabs her hand and kisses the back of her 
palm, holding her fingers against his cheek for a moment 
afterwards.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 35 .
GABRIEL
It's as safe there as it was in 
your lap. Now please try and relax.
She is about to argue, but he cuts her off-
GABRIEL
It's done, my love. It's over; we 
did it.
ANNA
Yes, I know. But what if-
GABRIEL 
But nothing. I'm serious.
We see a close view of the rear view mirror. The reflection 
is dark, the cornfields hazy as they zoom past. The moon is 
visible in the reflection, illuminating an empty road behind 
them for infinite miles. The view widens and we see ANNA, 
her gaze locked on the rear view mirror.
ANNA
You're right. I'm sorry.
GABRIEL
No one's making an appearance in 
that mirror. Nobody is searching 
for us. Nobody, okay?
ANNA
Okay.
She leans back in her chair and tries to get comfortable, 
crossing and uncrossing her legs.
EXT. - COUNTY ROAD - NIGHT
The road continues in a checkerboard formation, the straight 
lines of the road never deviating. Cornfields are punctuated 
by the occasional porch light from a lonely farmhouse. A 
coyote HOWLS somewhere in the distance. The BUZZ of cicadas 
permeates the heat and the stillness.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
The SONG ON THE RADIO is different. A woman's deep voice 
CROONS through the speakers. The dashboard glows. The gas 
gauge is nearing empty.
ANNA is resting her head against the window. The frame 
tightens on. We see them following the cornfields as they 
zip across her line of vision. Her hands are folded primly 
in her lap, her shoulders tense and hunched.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 36 .
GABRIEL 
We need to stop soon.
She sits up.
ANNA 
Is it safe?
GABRIEL
Out here? I'd say our odds are 
pretty good. Besides, we don't have 
much of a choice. Unless you want 
to walk the rest of the way...
ANNA
You're very funny.
GABRIEL
You don't have to tell me twice.
He grins over at her. She rolls her eyes and slouches down 
in her seat, arms crossed in front of her chest. Through the 
windshield we see a sign approaching, advertising a gas 
station at the next exit.
GABRIEL 
Looks like we're in luck.
The car exits the main road. The radio CROONS out a low, 
sorrowful country song. Up ahead, a neon sign appears for 
"Quickee Stop Food & Gas". Under the bright neon, the sign 
advertises "12-pack beer special - only $6.99!".
ANNA
There.
GABRIEL 
Hard to miss.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
The gas station is on a crossroad, several miles from the 
edge of town. It consists of a few pumps and a small 
convenience store, all flooded in dim fluorescent light.
It's out near the highway to serve farmers and passers 
through.
The car pulls into the parking lot and stops next to a gas 
pump. The only other vehicles are a large truck gassing up 
at the adjacent pump, and a dingy two-door heap parked on 
the side of the building, next to the dumpster.
37 .
GABRIEL turns the car off and they both unbuckle their 
seatbelts. ANNA gazes hesitantly out of the passenger window 
as GABRIEL opens the door to get out.
GABRIEL 
You need anything inside?
ANNA 
A bathroom.
GABRIEL leans back into the car, remembering something. He 
slips off his leather jacket and leans into the backseat, 
slipping the jacket over the briefcase to hide it from view.
ANNA
Gabriel?
GABRIEL 
Better safe than sorry.
ANNA 
Are you serious?
GABRIEL
Would you rather take it inside 
with you?
ANNA
Of course not, but-
GABRIEL
(interrupting)
Then be quiet.
She hesitates, unsure of his mood. She crosses her arms in 
front of her chest and looks out the passenger side window 
into the darkness of the fields beyond the gas station. 
GABRIEL deliberates for a moment, his expression of angered 
annoyance softening.
GABRIEL 
Love, come here.
He leans forward, arms outstretched. She turns her head and 
sees him posed, ready to embrace her. Her face softens, 
forming into a small smile. It's the first one we've seen 
from her. She leans in and lets him wrap his arms around 
her. It takes her body a second to relax. Her head rests 
against his chest.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 38 .
GABRIEL 
There, there my love.
ANNA
This is just like last time. Right?
GABRIEL 
Right. It will be okay.
They kiss. After a few moments ANNA puts her hand against
GABRIEL'S chest, gently pushing him away.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
They both get out of the car. GABRIEL prepares to pump gas
as ANNA heads towards the entrance of the convenience store.
A rusty, beat up Camaro pulls into the gas station and parks 
in front of the convenience store, rap music BLARING from 
the open windows.
Two men, HENRY and MILO, dressed in old jeans and gray 
hooded sweatshirts, get out of the car and loiter outside of 
the front doors for a few moments, talking to the DRIVER of 
the Camaro.
MILO is 20, with a buzz cut and several tattoos. He's tall 
and thin, his limbs making jerking movements every so often, 
in a seemingly involuntary manner, whether he's moving or 
standing still.
HENRY is middle-aged. His skin is tan, with muscles earned 
from long days of hard work pushing against the confines of 
his clothing. His outward demeanor is cool and in control. 
He's wearing a black backpack.
The DRIVER is still in the car, his window rolled down. Even 
though it's late at night, he's wearing dark-tinted 
sunglasses. He speaks with MILO and HENRY in an unhurried 
manner, then waves his hand at them as they both head inside 
the store.
A moment later, ANNA walks past the car on her way inside. 
The DRIVER WHISTLES at her.
DRIVER
Hey there, pretty girl...
She ignores him and continues into the store. GABRIEL is 
still at the pump. He does not hear this interaction.
39 .
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
The store is a small, rectangular cell. On one side is a 
checkout counter. On the other are restrooms and a soft 
drink dispenser. In the middle are aisles of snacks and 
essentials. The back wall is lined with refrigerated 
shelves.
Behind the counter, endless rows of chewing tobacco and 
cigarettes are on display. Adjacent is a door leading to a 
back office with a large sign reading "Smile! You're on 
Camera!"
The front door DINGS as ANNA walks in. She looks around and 
notices the CLERK slouched behind the counter. On his chest 
is a large nametag with TOM typed out in block letters.
ANNA
Restrooms?
TOM looks up. He's a pimpled teen, around 16, slouching with 
his elbows on the counter, SMACKING gum and reading a 
monster truck magazine. He looks across the store and nods 
as a sign of direction, then goes back to reading his 
magazine.
ANNA
Thanks.
She heads back to the restrooms, her heels CLICKING across 
the linoleum. MILO and HENRY watch her closely as she 
crosses the store. MILO clearly checking her out.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
GABRIEL pulls out his credit card to prepay. He notices a 
sign next to the pump that reads, "Please pay inside after 
refueling. Thank you." Under this is another sticker 
reading, "Smile! You're on Camera."
GABRIEL
Shit.
He glances in the backseat where the suitcase is hidden.
The FARMER filling up across from GABRIEL looks up when he 
hears GABRIEL swear. He's a broad, sun-leathered man with a 
hard face.
FARMER
Something I can help you with, son?
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 40 .
GABRIEL
No, sir. Didn't realize you had to 
pay inside, that's all.
GABRIEL locks the car with a mechanic THUNK. He presses a 
few buttons on the pump screen, grabs the nozzle, and begins 
to fill up the car. The FARMER continues talking:
FARMER
(chuckling)
Yes, sir. Most places around here 
haven't caught up with the times 
just yet. I take it you and your 
wife aren't from around these 
parts?
GABRIEL
Just passing through. Know of any 
good night life?
He checks his watch, visibly anxious. The FARMER LAUGHS, 
motioning to his truck. The windows are rolled down and a 
teenage boy is seated in the passenger seat.
FARMER
You'd have to ask my boy. I haven't 
been out in over thirty years. Not 
since the ring went on my finger.
HAHA! Hey, Evan! Run on inside and 
grab me a six pack. I'll be there 
in a minute. (Turning back to 
GABRIEL) That's my night life, 
right there. A couple of beers and 
a game on the t.v..
GABRIEL
Can't ask for much better than 
that.
FARMER 
No, you sure can't.
EVAN gets out of the truck and heads towards the store. He's 
a good old farm boy: tall, tanned, and taut. GABRIEL nods at 
him as he passes.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE WOMEN'S ROOM - NIGHT
The restroom is a small white box with one toilet, no 
stalls. There's the telltale BUZZ of cheap fluorescent 
lighting. The sink DRIPS continuously. Paper towels spill 
out of the trashcan and onto the floor.
41 .
ANNA turns on the tap and lets it run for a few moments, the 
aerated water FIZZING in the sink, before splashing water on 
her face repeatedly.
STORE
EVAN walks into the convenience store. The door DINGS as he 
enters. MILO and HENRY are still browsing the aisles, 
picking items up and putting them down again, deliberating.
EVAN waves at TOM; they are about the same age. TOM nods 
back in recognition, not saying a word. The magazine is 
still propped open on the counter. EVAN heads back to the 
refrigerated section to look for beer.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
The FARMER finishes filling his tank. He tips his hat to 
GABRIEL before heading into the convenience store to pay.
FARMER 
You drive careful, now.
GABRIEL 
Have a good night.
GABRIEL looks towards the convenience store. The 
double-glass doors reveal a brightly lit interior, with EVAN 
in the back picking out beer, MILO and HENRY huddled 
together in the aisles, but ANNA is not visible.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE WOMEN'S ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA finishes washing her face and reaches for a handful of 
papers towels to dry off. She catches her reflection in the 
mirror. A BEAT. She stares at herself. Her eyes are sunken 
from fatigue. She touches her face gently, her fingertips 
tracing the circles under her eyes. She takes a moment to 
smooth back any flyaway hairs.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
GABRIEL finishes filling the car. He shoots one last look 
towards the backseat, the jacket spread carefully over the 
suitcase, before heading into the store to pay.
He passes by the Camaro on his way into the store. Rap music 
BLARES through the open driver's side window. He notices the 
DRIVER in the front seat, his eyes hidden behind sunglasses, 
watching him.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 42 .
GABRIEL 
Good evening.
The DRIVER grins at him, revealing a set of yellowed, 
decaying teeth.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE WOMEN'S ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA takes a step back from the mirror, trying to fit more 
of her profile into the reflection. She smooths down her 
blouse and skirt with her hands, turning sideways, making 
sure everything looks right.
CONVENIENCE STORE
Seen from behind the counter, the door DINGS as GABRIEL 
enters. He walks up to the front counter. He taps his 
fingers lightly on the plastic countertop, trying to get 
TOM'S attention. Behind him, MILO and HENRY walk up, 
appearing to get in line.
GABRIEL continues to tap his fingers on the counter, then 
COUGHS loudly. TOM looks up from his magazine.
TOM
Can I help you?
GABRIEL
Pump 1.
TOM
All right.
GABRIEL turns around to confirm the pump number as TOM 
starts punching buttons on the register. He smiles politely 
when he makes eye contact with HENRY, then turns back 
around.
TOM
Anything else?
GABRIEL 
That'll do it.
TOM
That'll be $31.80.
43 .
Outside is still. In the middle of farm country, the gas 
station is a haven of light. Moths circle the light fixtures 
outside, their wings casting shadows on the pavement. The 
BUZZ of the neon sign is drowned by the BUZZ of the cicadas 
and BLARE of RAP MUSIC from the Camaro.
The DRIVER FLIPS open a lighter, the flame illuminating the 
bottom half of his face. He holds a cigarette to the flame, 
breathing deeply. A plume of smoke escapes his mouth and 
nose. He FLICKS the lighter closed and the car's interior is 
once again in shadows.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
GABRIEL hands TOM a few bills. He feels a tap on his 
shoulder and turns his head. HENRY is standing close behind 
him, aiming a GUN directly at his face.
HENRY
How's it going?
Slowly, GABRIEL raises his hands and takes a step back,
putting distance between himself and the gun.
GABRIEL
Fine, thanks. Can I help you 
gentlemen?
HENRY
Step on out of the way for me. I'd
like to talk to the clerk.
GABRIEL 
Sure, anything you need.
GABRIEL takes another step sideways, stealing a glance at 
his car through the glass doors. HENRY walks up to the 
counter. MILO is visible behind him, also holding a 
revolver.
When TOM sees the gun, his hands immediately fly into the 
air. His face changes from an expression of pure 
indifference, to one of intense fear.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
CUT TO:
44 .
REFRIGERATED AISLE
The FARMER looks up from the beer selection and sees MILO 
and HENRY pointing guns at TOM. He reaches out a hand to 
stay EVAN, who looks up and sees the FARMER completely 
still, eyes unmoving from the scene over at the register. 
EVAN glances over to the counter.
CUT TO:
WOMEN'S ROOM
ANNA opens the door to the bathroom and steps out, unaware 
of what is currently taking place in the store.
CUT TO:
CONVENIENCE STORE
OS the bathroom door fastens shut with a heavy metallic 
CLICK. MILO whips around and sweeps his gun across the room, 
encompassing EVAN, the FARMER, and ANNA, who stops dead in 
her tracks when she sees the revolver pointed at her.
MILO 
Nobody move!
All three of them freeze. The FARMER places the six pack he 
was holding on the ground slowly, raising his hands as he 
straightens into a standing position. EVAN and ANNA imitate 
him, raising their hands in surrender.
MILO
All of you, come take a seat where 
I can see you.
He motions for them to move to the front of the store. All 
three of them walk slowly, hands raised, to the front of the 
store where MILO is beckoning them. ANNA searches for 
GABRIEL, her eyes locking with his for a brief moment before 
her head turns and she takes a seat with the others in the 
front aisle, under the windows.
FARMER
We don't want any trouble now, 
boys.
MILO
Shut the fuck up, old man.
FARMER
There's no need for that kind of 
language...
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 45 .
EVAN
(whispering)
Dad, be quiet.
MILO aims his gun at the FARMER'S head. He takes a few steps 
closer, until the barrel of the gun is almost resting 
against the FARMER'S forehead. The expression on his face is 
vivid, his eyes wide and excited; there is the presence of 
adrenaline.
MILO
I'd listen to your boy. We don't 
want anybody getting hurt, now do 
we?
COUNTER
HENRY turns back to GABRIEL, motioning him in the same 
manner as MILO motioned to the others.
HENRY 
Go sit down.
STORE
GABRIEL, his hands still raised, walks over and sits down by 
ANNA, who slides over to make room for him. Now all four of 
them are seated on the floor. MILO paces back and forth in 
front of them, his gun pointing menacingly at the tops of 
their heads, clearly enjoying himself. HENRY, meanwhile, is 
over at the register instructing TOM.
HENRY 
Open the register.
TOM does not seem to hear the demand. His eyes are focused 
on the barrel of HENRY'S gun, unblinking.
HENRY
Did you hear what I said? Open the 
register. Now.
As though coming out of a daze, TOM suddenly snaps to 
attention. His gaze moves from the gun to the large cash 
register in front of him. With shaking hands, he starts to 
press buttons, each of them the wrong one.
HENRY
Hurry up!
Finally, the register POPS open.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 46 .
HENRY 
Grab a bag.
TOM
Huh?
HENRY
For the money. You got a bag back 
there?
TOM
Yes, sir.
From behind the counter, we can see TOM standing in front of 
the open cash register, which is filled with bills. On the 
shelves of the counter below him, amidst an array of 
cleaning items and supplies, is a shotgun with a box of 
bullets next to it.
FRONT AISLE
ANNA and GABRIEL are huddled close together on the floor. 
She's sitting with her legs tucked under her, her hands 
folded neatly in her lap. GABRIEL reaches out and puts his 
hand over hers. MILO sees the movement from the corner of 
his eye and turns his gun on the couple.
MILO
Don't fucking move.
GABRIEL leans forward, partially shielding ANNA with his 
torso. He holds a hand out to MILO, showing submission, 
trying to sooth the situation.
GABRIEL 
Just calm down...
MILO
Nobody said you could talk, 
asshole.
GABRIEL 
Okay...you're right...
MILO 
Don't touch her.
GABRIEL 
Sure thing...
GABRIEL removes his hand from ANNA'S lap. He looks sideways 
at her. Their eyes meet, both faces rigid, calculating. 
GABRIEL is obviously pissed off, not liking being told what 
to do.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 47 .
Hearing the commotion, HENRY turns around to see what is 
going on. Without thinking, he turns his back on TOM, the 
gun now pointing towards the front of the store.
HENRY
Everything under control?
MILO
Got a couple of love birds that 
don't want to follow directions, 
boss.
HENRY
Just keep them quiet. We're almost 
done.
GABRIEL puts his hands on the floor, getting ready to push 
himself to his feet. It's unclear what his plan is, but his 
eyes are boring into the back of MILO'S skull.
COUNTER
TOM leans down behind the counter and reemerges holding the 
shotgun. It's cartoonishly large in his skinny arms. He 
points the gun at HENRY and COCKS it. MILO'S head jerks up 
at the sound. GABRIEL hesitates.
MILO
The kid's got a gun!
HENRY turns around. TOM is standing there, the gun held in 
both of his hands, wobbling slightly as his entire body 
shakes nervously. There's sweat beginning to pool on his 
brow. GABRIEL sits back down. A BEAT.
HENRY
Careful with that, son.
TOM
You two need to leave right now. Or 
I'll shoot, I swear.
MILO LAUGHS. TOM switches rapidly between aiming the gun at 
HENRY, then at MILO, unsure who is the greater threat. HENRY
raises his free hand slowly, calmly, a gesture of good
faith. He keeps his gun by his side, pointed downwards. He 
takes a step towards TOM.
HENRY
Nobody needs to get hurt. (A BEAT.)
You even know how to use one of
those things? You could kill 
someone with that. You could kill
all of us.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 48 .
He motions behind him at the four hostages seated on the 
floor.
HENRY
You wouldn't want them to get hurt?
MILO
He ain't gonna shoot it, boss. He 
ain't got the guts.
TOM
My daddy taught me to shoot same as 
everyone else's. I know how to hit 
a target. Now leave.
HENRY
Not without the money.
CUT TO:
FRONT AISLE
While both MILO and HENRY are distracted, the FARMER gets up 
from the floor with a GRUNT and tackles MILO, trying to pry 
the revolver from his hands.
CUT TO:
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
Outside is unaffected by what is going on in the convenience 
store. The cicadas continue to BUZZ, their noise repetitive 
and soothing. Rap music still BLARES from the Camaro. OS a 
gun is SHOT.
CU of the front doors of the convenience store as blood 
sprays the glass.
The BUZZ of the cicadas increases, drowning out the MUSIC, 
almost defeaning.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
We see the FARMER lying on his back, blood spilling out of a 
wound in his lower abdomen. His face is contorted into a 
look of shock and disbelief. He opens his mouth to speak, 
but no words come out. EVAN rushes over to him, one arm 
cradling his head while the other explores the gunshot 
wound.
EVAN
Dad?
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 49 .
MILO stands to the side of the scene, his gun held loosely 
at his side. He is staring down at the FARMER as he bleeds 
to death, his face vacant, shadowed over. HENRY marches over 
and grabs him by the shirt front, SHAKING him.
HENRY
What the hell happened?
MILO opens his mouth, his eyes still locked on the FARMER'S 
face. He doesn't say anything. HENRY pushes him back, 
releasing him from his grasp. MILO is jolted back into 
awareness.
HENRY
What the hell did you do?
MILO
He charged me, man! It was an 
accident.
HENRY
This wasn't part of the plan.
MILO
I know, man! I'm sorry!
HENRY
I don't fucking care if you're 
sorry. I'm in charge of the money, 
you're in charge of keeping 
everyone quiet. That was your one 
job. And you went and fucked it up!
HENRY turns back to TOM, who is holding the shotgun limply 
in his hands, staring at the FARMER, who is WHEEZING on the 
floor. HENRY raises his revolver and points it at TOM.
HENRY
Drop it.
TOM sets the shotgun down on the counter and raises his 
hands in surrender. Henry picks up the gun, places it on the 
floor, and kicks it out of the way. It ZIPS across the 
floor, coming to rest under a display of potato chips at the 
front of the middle aisle, the barrel sticking out front 
under the shelves. HENRY faces MILO again.
HENRY
This isn't how this was supposed to
g°.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 50 .
MILO
What was I supposed to do, man? He
came at me. It just happened...
GABRIEL and ANNA are crouched on the floor, their clothes
and faces splattered with the FARMER'S blood. She leans
in closer to him, her eyes focused on the argument taking 
place between the two burglars.
ANNA
(whispering)
Do something.
GABRIEL is looking at the protruding shotgun barrel from
under the display. He looks back at ANNA.
GABRIEL
(whispering)
Way ahead of you.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
The DRIVER puts the car in reverse and BACKS UP. He flicks a
lit cigarette out of the driver's side window. It lands on 
the pavement, orange embers still smoking.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
OS there is the SQUEALING of tires as the Camaro is seen 
driving off through the store's glass doors. HENRY runs out 
of the store, waving his hands and YELLING at the DRIVER. 
MILO stays behind, his face clouded in disbelief.
MILO
(under his breath)
Oh shit.
A BEAT. HENRY waves his arms and CALLS after the DRIVER for 
a few moments before giving up. He turns back to the 
convenience store and STOMPS inside, his gun held tightly at 
his side, his face contorted in anger. He STOMPS up to MILO, 
getting right up in his face.
HENRY
See what you did? Now what are we 
supposed to do? You dumb ass 
sonofabitch.
MILO
Don't talk to me like that, man!
Fuck!
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 51 .
MILO kicks the display of potato chips, toppling them over 
at the front of the middle aisle, covering the barrel of the 
shotgun. HENRY stops for a moment, his gun held tightly by 
his side. He takes a few deep BREATHS to compose himself. He 
turns towards TOM and raises his gun.
HENRY
For the last time, empty the god 
damn register.
TOM opens the cash register and starts piling bills into a 
plastic bag. It takes him only a few seconds before the 
register is completely empty.
HENRY
That it?
TOM
That's all the money.
HENRY 
Hand it over.
TOM reaches over and hands the bag to HENRY across the 
counter. HENRY takes it and stuffs the bag into his backpack 
with one hand, the other keeping the gun aimed at TOM.
FRONT AISLE
EVAN is crouching over the FARMER, who is now clearly dead. 
His eyes are filled with tears, though none of them escape.
A NOISE of grief escapes his throat; animalistic. ANNA, in a 
moment of weakness, slides over to his side on her knees.
She reaches out and puts a hand on his shoulder to comfort 
him.
MILO 
Don't move!
MILO turns his gun on ANNA. She looks up at him, her face a 
stone.
ANNA 
He's upset.
GABRIEL
Anna...
ANNA
He's not going to do anything to 
me.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 52 .
She stares straight at MILO, challenging him. He shifts 
positions, about to react. HENRY, still at the counter, 
turns around and sees the interaction taking place, this 
time keeping his gun pointed at TOM.
HENRY
Leave her alone.
MILO
Are you kidding me, man?
HENRY
We've got bigger problems.
MILO
Like what?
HENRY
Like getting the fuck out of here,
that's what. Don't go starting a
cock fight with some woman just to 
make yourself feel more like a man.
It's a waste of my time.
A BEAT. MILO drops his gun back by his side, defeated. He
spits on the floor, inches from ANNA.
MILO
You're pushing your luck, bitch.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
HENRY finishes stuffing the money bag into his backpack. He
ZIPS it closed and turns back to TOM.
HENRY 
Video cameras?
TOM
No.
HENRY
Think carefully.
TOM
There's nothing.
HENRY points to the large sign displayed behind the counter
stating "Smile! You're on Camera."
TOM
Oh...we put that up to stop people 
from stealing. My boss didn't want 
(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 53 .
TOM (cont'd) 
to install real cameras. Said they 
were too expensive.
HENRY 
(to Milo)
Go check the back.
MILO walks around the front counter, taking long
slow strides, and disappears into the back office. HENRY
motions to TOM with his revolver.
HENRY
Step out from behind the counter 
and go sit down with everyone else.
TOM walks around the counter, his eyes never leaving the 
barrel of HENRY'S gun. He continues, stopping when his feet 
reach the FARMER'S body.
HENRY
He won't bite. Keep going.
He steps over the body and sits down beside GABRIEL.
BACK OFFICE
The back office is a small cubicle with a paper-strewn desk, 
shelves filled with binders and extra supplies. There are 
boxes stacked on the floor and papers/posters tacked to the 
wall, but no monitors and no cameras.
MILO walks in. He looks around the room, rifling through 
papers. He kicks one of the boxes over. The contents spill 
onto the floor; candy bars. He kicks the spilled goods out 
of the way. He sees a coupon flier tacked to the wall, 
advertising pizza specials. He reads it, then rips it off 
the wall, and stuffs it into his pocket before leaving.
CONVENIENCE STORE
MILO walks out from behind the counter and goes to stand 
next to HENRY.
MILO
He's telling the truth.
HENRY
Good. Now everybody empty their 
pockets and we'll be on our way.
Jewelry, wallets, everything. Let's
go .
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 54 .
Mechanically, everyone begins to hand over their valuables. 
ANNA removes her jewelry. GABRIEL fishes out a large wad of 
cash from his pocket. TOM rummages through his pockets and 
produces a Velcro wallet, his driver's license clearly 
visible through the plastic case.
As this happens, EVAN remains motionless, crouched over the 
corpse of the FARMER. MILO nudges him with the toe of his 
boot.
MILO 
You too, boy.
EVAN ignores him. Annoyed, MILO cocks his gun with a CLICK 
and points it directly at EVAN'S head, the barrel touching 
his hair.
MILO
I know you heard me. Empty your 
pockets.
GABRIEL
I don't think he has anything you 
want.
MILO
Bullshit. Did I say you could talk?
HENRY
Forget about him. Start collecting 
everything else.
MILO crouches down in front of EVAN, whose jaw is set tight, 
his eyes never leaving the FARMER'S face. MILO takes the gun 
and uses it to flip part of the FARMER'S jacket open, 
revealing overalls and a portly belly.
MILO
I bet your daddy's got something 
I'd like. Let's take a look.
MILO begins to root through the FARMER'S pockets as EVAN 
sits there, brooding. He suddenly lashes out, trying to 
scratch at MILO'S face. MILO jumps out of the way.
HENRY hits EVAN in the back of the head with the heel of his 
gun. EVAN sprawls on the ground.
ANNA
Stop!
MILO 
Get back, bitch.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 55 .
MILO kicks ANNA in the stomach with a THUD. She catapults 
backwards, hitting the back wall with a CRUNCH. GABRIEL 
stands up, his face dark with rage. His fists are clenched. 
HENRY turns his gun on him. GABRIEL raises his hands, his 
face still contorted in anger.
HENRY 
Stay where you are.
GABRIEL
There's over $1,000 in cash at your 
feet. Take it and leave. No one 
will stop you.
EVAN tries to push himself up from the ground. MILO sees 
this and kicks him in the stomach with a soft THUD. He 
collapses on the ground, curling into the fetal position. He 
kicks him again.
HENRY 
That's enough!
EVAN, curled up on the floor, COUGHS several times. Blood 
spills from his mouth, collecting in a small pool on the 
linoleum floor.
HENRY
Grab everything so we can get out 
of here.
MILO kicks EVAN in the head one last time. EVAN COUGHS , 
then his entire body goes limp. Blood dribbles from his 
mouth. He's unconscious.
MILO grabs the hostages' belongings and puts them in HENRY'S 
backpack.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
Looking up from the ground, the gas station's sign is a HUM 
of neon. One of the large neon letters flickers for a few 
seconds, then goes out. The cicadas BUZZ wildly.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
The BUZZ of the fluorescent lights is louder, almost a 
vibration. On the floor, the two bodies are huddled close 
together. The FARMER lying prostrate, his arms at his side, 
with EVAN curled up nearby, his back to him. There's an 
eerie calm in the room, something fragile.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 56 .
TOM is sitting on the floor, his knees pulled up to his 
chest, HUMMING to himself. Throughout the entire ordeal he 
has watched silently, his wide eyes following the action, 
avoiding the bodies on the floor.
HENRY
Give us your car keys.
ANNA looks to GABRIEL, clearly panicked. GABRIEL sits on the 
floor, staring straight ahead. There's a grin forming at the 
corners of his mouth, his demeanor is cool, collected.
HENRY
Don't make me take them from you.
TOM
Take mine.
TOM is holding out a set of car keys to HENRY. A BEAT. While 
still staring at GABRIEL, HENRY takes the keys from TOM.
HENRY 
Where's it at, boy?
CLERK
On the side of the building. Around 
by the dumpster.
HENRY tosses the keys over to MILO, who catches them with 
his free hand.
HENRY
Go make sure it starts.
MILO
Why can't you do it?
HENRY moves quickly, covering the distance between him and 
MILO in only a few strides. He grabs MILO by the collar and 
pushes the gun up against his temple.
HENRY
What did you just say?
MILO struggles in HENRY'S grasp, clearly angered that he's 
being treated this way.
MILO
You heard me. Why do I have to do 
everything while your ass just 
stands there?
HENRY releases the safety with a metallic CLICK. MILO'S eyes 
widen in fear, realizing that he might be serious.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 57 .
HENRY
How about I shoot you. What'll your 
family do then? Huh? Cuz right now 
I could go either way.
MILO pushes against HENRY'S chest, shoving him away. He 
paces around in a circle, wild eyed.
MILO
You're the boss, right?
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
MILO exits the store with a synthetic DING from the
automated bell. He walks around the front of the store, 
casting looks in all directions, making sure no one is
around. TOM'S car is parked on the side of the building,
next to the dumpster. MILO unlocks the driver's side door 
and hops in.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
HENRY waits with the hostages, gun resting casually in his 
hands. GABRIEL and ANNA are still seated on the floor, with 
TOM a few feet away. GABRIEL leans into ANNA, who is nursing 
her wounds.
GABRIEL
(whispering)
Do as I say.
ANNA
(whispering)
That hasn't gotten us very far.
HENRY
Be quiet.
OS MILO is heard YELLING. It's not clear what he is saying, 
but he's angry. HENRY walks towards the glass doors and 
peers out into the parking lot as MILO jogs back around to 
the front of the store.
HENRY opens the door for MILO. The door DINGS. MILO rushes 
inside, his arms jerking violently, his face contorted in a 
mix of fear and frustration.
HENRY 
What's wrong?
MILO
The car's a stick.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 58 .
HENRY
So?
MILO
I never learned how to drive one of 
those things, man! What are we 
gonna do?
HENRY
That's why you're throwing a fit?
You worthless sonofabitch, I'll 
drive!
MILO
Yeah?
HENRY reaches his hand out for the keys. MILO tosses them 
over to him, but they fall short and skid across the floor. 
Agitated, he leans over to pick them up, his eye catching 
something outside of the store. He puts the keys in his 
pocket and walks over to the glass double doors, peering 
outside.
HENRY 
Someone's coming.
MILO
What?
HENRY
There's a car coming down the road.
MILO
So?
HENRY 
So? Get down!
HENRY, holding his gun close to his chest, crouches down on 
one side of the double doors, out of sight from the road. 
MILO follows suit, crouching down on the other side of the 
doors, closest to the hostages. He turns around and stares 
GABRIEL in the face, his lips curling into a smile. GABRIEL 
stares back, his expression hard.
MILO
If any of you want to get out of 
here, you'll keep your mouths shut.
59 .
Seen from outside the convenience store, headlights approach 
from the road, growing larger. There's the sound of 
CRUNCHING gravel as the car begins to slow down. When it 
reaches the gas station, the car turns into the parking lot 
and pulls up in front of the store, the brakes SQUEAKING to 
a halt.
INT. - CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT
Inside, MILO and HENRY are on the floor, their guns at the 
ready. The BUZZ of the fluorescent lights overhead is the 
only noise.
MILO
(whispering)
What do we do?
HENRY 
Just stay calm.
OS there is a double THUNK as a car door is opened and shut. 
GABRIEL begins to move, sidling his way towards the shotgun 
that is partially sticking out from under one of the middle 
aisles, the barrel just visible under a heaping pile of 
fallen-over potato chips.
ANNA'S eyes follow him, her body completely still, her 
expression cold and calculating. OS there is the CRUNCH of 
footsteps as the MAN approaches the door. MILO and HENRY are 
oblivious to the hostages, their focus solely on the MAN as 
he draws nearer.
Seen from behind the doors, we watch as the MAN opens the 
glass door with an automated DING. He's mid forties, with a 
beer belly and a bald spot. MILO and HENRY react in unison, 
both jumping up as the MAN enters the store, completely 
unaware of what is taking place.
ANGLE: FROM ABOVE
MILO SCREAMS, hitting the MAN with the heel of his gun. The 
MAN goes flying backwards, out of the store. He lands on his 
back on the outside pavement, his head hitting the ground 
with a bony CRACK. He doesn't move again.
GABRIEL moves quickly, half crawling, half sliding until he 
reaches the pile of potato chips and pulls out the discarded 
shotgun. In a fluid motion, he cocks the gun and shoots at 
MILO, who SCREAMS as he's hit by the pellets, falling into a 
heap on the floor. GABRIEL yells at ANNA, who is watching 
the scene unfold calmly.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
GABRIEL 
Grab his gun.
She crawls forward and grabs the gun from MILO as HENRY 
takes a SHOT, missing her by several inches. She grips the 
revolver in her hand and turns around to find HENRY.
HENRY and GABRIEL are behind her, wrestling with each other. 
GABRIEL is trying to take the gun. He sees ANNA sitting on 
the ground, her gun pointed at HENRY.
GABRIEL
Shoot him!
Looking sideways at ANNA, we see her holding the gun in both 
hands, pointing at the two men who are entwined with each 
other. Her eyes are wide, her arms shaking violently for a 
moment, then once again under control. She COCKS the gun to 
fire, then OS a SHOT is heard. ANNA FIRES.
LATER
ANNA is kneeling on the floor next to GABRIEL. His shirt is 
covered in blood. There's a bullet wound in the middle of 
his chest, but he's conscious. A few feet away HENRY'S dead 
body is in a tangle on the ground, blood seeping from a 
gunshot wound in his chest. TOM is in the back office, 
RUMMAGING around, looking for something.
ANNA
How are you feeling?
GABRIEL 
(gasping for air)
Pretty terrible.
TOM emerges from the back office carrying a large first aid 
kit. He runs over to GABRIEL and ANNA, thrusting the kit 
into ANNA'S hands.
TOM
Here, take this. I'll be right 
back.
He disappears again into the back room. ANNA sets the first 
aid kit aside and leans closer to GABRIEL, her face several 
inches away from his own. He COUGHS. A trail of blood 
trickles from the corner of his mouth.
ANNA
It will be all right. I'm here.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 61 .
With effort, he reaches out for her hand. She takes it in 
her own and places both on her chest, near her heart. With 
her other hand, she reaches out and strokes his cheeks and 
hair. A perfect picture, save for the blood.
GABRIEL 
I love you.
ANNA
I know. I love you.
TOM rushes out from the back office. He kneels down next to 
ANNA, breathing heavily.
TOM
They're sending an ambulance.
A BEAT. TOM looks around. He spots the first aid kit and 
rips it open, pulling out bandages, letting most of them 
spill onto the floor.
TOM
Shouldn't we try and help him?
ANNA
That won't be necessary.
TOM
You think we should wait until they 
get here?
She ignores him, leaning further over GABRIEL'S prostrate 
body and looking through his pockets until she finds his 
keys.
GABRIEL
Anna...
ANNA
Shhh...you'll strain yourself.
She stands up, her legs towering over him as he lies in a 
rapidly forming puddle of his own blood. She walks over to 
HENRY'S body and begins to rummage through his backpack, 
taking out her jewelry and the wad of bills.
TOM
What are you doing?
She takes a moment to put her jewelry back on, her composure 
eerily intact. She kneels back down beside GABRIEL, who 
continues to COUGH, now more violently.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 62 .
ANNA
I can't stay, baby. You know that.
GABRIEL tries to speak, his eyes pleading, but another 
trickle of blood is the only thing that manages to escape 
his lips. She bends down and plants a soft, affectionate 
kiss on his cheek, then leans in until her lips are touching 
his ear.
ANNA
(whispering)
I'm sorry.
From above, we can see GABRIEL'S eyes filling with tears.
One tear escapes and rolls down towards his temple. She 
stands up. The entire scene in the convenience store 
gradually coming into view. GABRIEL'S barely beating body is 
at the center of a much larger scene of chaos and blood.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
The door DINGS as ANNA exits the convenience store. On the
sidewalk, in front of the doors, the MAN lies sprawled out
on the ground, a bullet wound in his chest, which HEAVES up 
and down with difficulty. His gaze follows ANNA as she steps 
over him and heads towards the car.
The BUZZ of the cicadas is almost defeaning.
TOM follows her out into the parking lot, his nametag 
SLAPPING against his chest as he jogs to catch up to her.
TOM
Where are you going? The cops are 
coming!
She reaches the car and fiddles with the keys, trying to 
find the right one on the ring. She slips the key into the
lock and pulls the driver's side door open.
TOM
You can't leave!
He puts his hand on the door, stopping her from getting in. 
ANNA is still carrying the gun. Without hesitation, she 
COCKS the gun and points the barrel at TOM'S face.
ANNA
Get out of my way.
TOM throws his hands into the air, his face white, his eyes 
wide in disbelief. He takes a few steps backwards, away from 
the car, stumbling over a stray piece of garbage as he 
does so.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
TOM
What the hell are you doing?
She gets into the car and SLAMS the door.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA gets into the car and starts the engine. Through the 
driver's side window, we can see TOM standing several yards 
away, staring at ANNA with a mixture of confusion and 
disbelief.
She places her hands on the wheel. They begin to shake 
violently, uncontrollably. She slams them down on the 
steering wheel, her face starting to betray a deep mix of 
conflicting emotions. OS the distant BLARE OF SIRENS starts, 
growing closer with each passing moment.
A BEAT. She puts the car into gear and drives out of the 
parking lot, leaving TOM behind, staring after her.
EXT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
From above, the car exits the gas station and turns left, 
toward the crossroad. It idles for a moment, then turns left 
again and disappears from view.
The BLARE of police sirens increases, until they appear,
BLUE AND RED LIGHTS TWIRLING, coming from the opposite 
direction. TOM runs out to the road to meet them, hands 
waving in the air.
FADE TO BLACK.

65 .
Overnight Guest
66 .
Seen from above, it is late at night in Midwest farm 
country. The scene is bleak, the moon the only source of 
light. In all directions, cornfields extend for what seems 
like eternity, interrupted by the carved ruts of the dirt 
roads.
We zoom in on a car parked on the side of one of these 
roads, engine and headlights off. It's summer, and the 
BUZZING of cicadas grows louder the closer we approach the 
car.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
A WOMAN sits in the driver's seat, hands clutching the 
steering wheel. This is ANNA. She is in her late twenties, 
with attractive features and prim, successful attire. She is 
out of place amidst the expanse of cornfields. She is 
covered in someone else's blood.
She sits motionless and rigid, her eyes focused on the 
reflection in the rearview mirror. Her grip tightens on the 
steering wheel in anticipation.
FLASHBACK TO:
INT. - GAS STATION - NIGHT
Looking down from above, we see the aftermath of a bloody 
hold up in a typical gas station convenience store. Three 
bodies, covered in blood, lie close together on the linoleum 
floor, all male. OS sirens BLARE. The FLASHING BLUE AND RED 
LIGHTS of police cars shine through the windows.
Paramedics are busy tending to the one victim who is still 
alive. One paramedic covers the face of this MAN with a 
breathing mask. The MAN'S eyes open slightly, white slits 
against a backdrop of deep red.
FLASH FORWARD TO:
INT. - BACK SEAT - NIGHT
The back seat of ANNA'S car is empty save for three items in 
a clustered heap on the floor: a gun, a briefcase, and a 
man's leather jacket.
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
67 .
FRONT SEAT
From the back seat, we can see the top half of ANNA'S face 
reflected in the rearview mirror. Her eyes follow the 
FLASHING LIGHTS as two cop cars drive past, speeding down 
the road perpendicular to where she is parked. SIRENS BLARE.
She sits quietly in the car, unmoving. The BLARE of the 
sirens grows softer as the police cars drive further away. 
Soon, the noise is gone completely.
A BEAT. She turns the key in the ignition. The engine REVS 
to life. She flips on the headlights, illuminating the 
straight dirt road in front of her extending out into 
complete darkness. She puts the car in drive and the motor 
REVS again.
CUT TO:
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
Music begins to PLAY. The car drives off into the night. As 
it disappears into the distance, the title "Overnight Guest" 
appears in the center of the screen.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA switches on the radio. A country station CROONS through 
the speakers. Immediately, she hits a button on the console 
and the radio changes to a rock station, the SCREECH of 
heavy metal filling the car. Content, she puts her hand back 
on the wheel and settles into her seat.
FLASHBACK TO:
INT. - AMBULANCE - NIGHT
OS the siren BLARES as the ambulance rockets towards the 
nearest hospital, transporting the only living victim from 
the gas station.
The MAN is strapped to a gurney, the breathing mask still in 
place. Paramedics check his vitals, attach an IV, administer 
shots.
PARAMEDIC V.O.
Sir, can you hear me?
The MAN on the gurney lies there, his eyes staring blankly 
up at the ceiling. From this angle we can see that he is an 
attractive man in his mid-thirties, successful. Under the 
dried patches of blood, it is apparent that his clothes are 
tailored and well-made. His eyes FLUTTER and begin to close. 
OS a machine BEEPS menacingly.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 68 .
PARAMEDIC V.O.
Stay with us!
FLASH FORWARD TO:
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA continues to drive in a painfully straight line. The 
rock station gives over again to STATIC, and the country 
station from before CROONS back to life, filling the small 
space inside the car with the sultry sounds of banjo and 
heartbreak.
ANNA hits several buttons on the console, trying to change 
the station again, but is only met with additional STATIC 
each time. Frustrated, she turns off the radio with a 
desperate SMACK of the buttons.
CU of ANNA'S face. We watch as a single tear escapes the 
corner of her eye and trails slowly down her blood-smeared 
cheek. She wipes it away with the back of her hand.
LATER
The car continues down a deserted road. Cornfields extend on 
either side. There are no buildings, no city lights. ANNA 
checks the clock on the dashboard. It reads 11:49 pm.
Through the front windshield, we see an old wooden sign 
appear on the side of the road, growing larger as the car 
approaches.
CU of ANNA'S face as she leans forward over the steering 
wheel to read the sign in the dim glow of the headlights.
We close in on the sign. It's advertising gas, food, and 
lodging services in the next town, a few miles away at the 
next turn.
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - MINUTES LATER
The car slows down as it approaches an intersection, the 
engine HUMMING as it idles. Cicadas BUZZ. A BEAT. The car 
flashes its signal and makes a right turn. We pull back, 
revealing the great expanse of the cornfields and the 
darkness. OS a coyote HOWLS in the distance.
69 .
From the back seat, we watch as ANNA continues to drive down 
the road. Gravel CRUNCHES under the tires. Eventually, 
lights appear ahead as we near the outskirts of the town. We 
can see the outlines of several buildings, and a large neon 
"Motel" sign. The "Vacancy" sign is lit up.
The car approaches the motel and slows down, preparing to 
turn into the parking lot.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
The motel is a one-story block of rooms extending half the 
length of a football field. Everything outside is lit by 
harsh fluorescent light. Next door, sharing the same parking 
lot, is a 24-hour diner.
The car pulls into the parking lot and parks at one end of
the motel building, in front of a sign that reads
"Reception."
Next to the door of the reception is a giant bug zapper, the 
blue neon light giving off an electric HUM. On the ground 
directly under the zapper is a growing mound of dead bugs; 
moths, mosquitoes, June bugs, and cicadas.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA turns off the car. She looks at her blood-covered 
reflection in the rear view mirror, then down at her bloody 
clothes, unsure of what to do.
She leans over and opens the glove compartment. She roots
around and pulls out a small first aid kit. She flips down
her visor and flips open the lighted vanity mirror. She 
finds a couple of individually wrapped antiseptic wipes in 
the first aid kit and RIPS one open.
CU of ANNA'S face reflected in the vanity mirror as she 
wipes the blood from her cheeks and forehead with the 
antiseptic wipe.
She RIPS open another wipe and uses it to clean her arms and 
neck, the dried blood coming off relatively easily. She 
studies her reflection in the vanity mirror when she is 
done. Satisfied, she looks down at her blood-splattered 
clothing.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
FLASHBACK TO:
70 .
The MAN, still strapped to the gurney, is being wheeled 
through the hallways of a hospital by several doctors and 
nurses. People are SHOUTING orders and instructions over his 
head.
DOCTOR V.O.
We need to operate right away.
We watch from above as the gurney is pushed through a set of 
double doors into the center of an operating room. We slowly 
zoom in as the breathing mask is removed from the MAN'S face 
and replaced with another mask administering anesthesia. A 
hand holds the mask in place. The MAN takes a series of 
shallow breaths. His eyes close.
FLASH FORWARD TO:
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
From the back seat, we see ANNA turn around and look back at 
the leather jacket scrunched up on the floor behind the 
front passenger seat. She leans back and picks it up.
With the jacket in her lap, we watch as she takes a moment 
to smooth her fingers over the supple leather. When she is 
done, she slips it on, zipping it up to her neck. The jacket 
is too big for her, made for a man. It swallows her frame,
but covers up her bloody clothes.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
The parking lot is quiet. The only noise is the BUZZ of the 
cicadas. The car door opens and ANNA gets out.
We can see her full profile for the first time. The leather
jacket swallows her, long enough to be a dress. Her thin
legs protrude from the bottom, ending in stylish high heels. 
Her hair, pulled back in a tight bun, is disheveled, with 
wisps of hair illuminated by the fluorescent lights.
She shuts the front door and walks around to the trunk of 
the car. She opens it, leans in, and pulls out a small 
duffle bag. She SLAMS the trunk, walks around, and opens the 
back door behind the front passenger seat.
INT. - EMERGENCY ROOM - NIGHT
71 .
Looking from the back seat, we watch as she picks up the 
briefcase and sets it in front of her on the seat. She SNAPS 
it open, lifting the lid. We cannot see the contents of the 
briefcase. She grabs the gun from the floor and puts it 
inside, then SNAPS the briefcase shut again.
She takes the briefcase in her hand along with the duffle 
bag. We watch as she SHUTS the back door firmly and walks 
off.
CUT TO:
INT. - MOTEL RECEPTION - NIGHT
The reception room is dusty and outdated. The dA©cor is 
70's-themed, the wallpaper peeling. A fly BUZZES around a 
light fixture on the wall. We can see several other dead 
flies collected inside the bottom of the fixture.
Behind a time-worn wooden front desk sits the MANAGER, his 
feet propped up on the desk, flipping through a porno 
magazine. He is a middle-aged obese man with few teeth and a 
shiny bald head. This is JEFF.
ANNA walks up to the front desk, carrying the duffle bag and 
briefcase. She sets them down at her feet and looks over at 
JEFF expectantly. He does not take notice. She CLEARS HER 
THROAT to try and get his attention.
There is a bell sitting on top of the counter. She RINGS it 
once. JEFF looks up, clearly annoyed at being interrupted.
He sets down the magazine and heaves himself into a standing 
position. He leans over the desk towards ANNA, SMACKING his 
lips.
JEFF
How can I help you?
ANNA 
I'd like a room.
A BEAT. He takes in her haphazard appearance, making a show 
of leaning further over the desk and peering down so that he 
can see her entire mismatched ensemble, then HEAVING himself 
back to a normal standing position.
JEFF
We don't do by the hour here.
INT. - BACK SEAT - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
ANNA
Excuse me?
JEFF
If you want a room, you have to pay 
for the whole night.
ANNA 
That's fine.
JEFF
Got any friends with you?
ANNA
No.
JEFF
You sure about that?
She touches the collar of the leather jacket instinctively, 
tugging at the zipper. Her face clouds over, as though she 
might be about to cry, but she collects herself. Her 
expression shifts to one of cool, calm composure.
ANNA 
I'm certain.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
A mosquito circles around the blue neon light of the bug 
zapper, BUZZING noisily. It dives forward, its body 
electrocuted with a static ZAP, then falls slowly down, 
joining the rest of the bug carcasses in the heaping pile 
below.
INT. - MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT
JEFF
That'll be $60 for the night. How 
would you like to pay?
ANNA pulls out a large wad of bills from a pocket of the 
leather jacket. The money is covered in blood stains. She 
shuffles through the bills, extracting a few from the center 
that are less incriminating. She hands them to JEFF.
FLASHBACK TO:
73 .
From above, we watch as a surgeon operates on the MAN from 
the convenience store. OS machines BEEP and CHIRP. A nurse 
stands on the opposite side of the gurney from the SURGEON, 
handing him medical tools, gauze, etc. as he asks for them.
SURGEON 
Almost got it.
Using a pair of medical tongs, he removes a bullet from the 
MAN'S chest, holding it up to the light for a moment and 
turning it this way, then that. The nurse grabs a metal bowl 
from a nearby table and holds it out to him.
CU of the bullet as the SURGEON drops it into the metal bowl 
with a CLINK.
SURGEON 
Let's sew him up.
FLASH FORWARD TO:
INT. - MOTEL RECEPTION - NIGHT
JEFF takes the bills from ANNA, turning them over in his 
hands a few times. Seemingly satisfied, he tucks them away 
inside his pocket.
One of the lights on the wall FLICKERS.
JEFF
Whatever you're dealing with is 
your own business. I don't want it 
interfering with mine. Understand?
ANNA
I'm just looking for a place to 
sleep.
JEFF
All right, then. Go ahead and sign 
the guestbook.
He motions to a large leather-bound book with lined pages 
lying open on the desk counter. Several names are already 
written on the open page.
JEFF 
Here's a pen.
He pulls a pen out of his vest pocket and hands it across 
the desk to ANNA. She takes it from him. He CHUCKLES quietly
INT. - OPERATING ROOM - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 74 .
to himself as he watches her scribble down a fake name; it's 
obviously not the first time someone's tried to fool him. 
When she is finished, he takes the pen and hands her a room 
key.
JEFF
Walk out the door, turn left and 
follow the path down to your room.
You're second to the last on the 
right. Can't miss it.
ANNA
Thanks.
She exits. JEFF remains standing behind the desk counter for 
a few moments, staring after her. Behind him, the light on 
the wall FLICKERS again.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
Outside of the reception a MAN is smoking a cigarette, 
leaning against the building. He's middle-aged, with the 
stereotypical qualities of a long-time trucker: bad hygiene 
and a prominent gut. This is DONALD. His face brightens into 
a toothy grin when he sees ANNA.
DONALD 
Well, hello there.
ANNA
Hello.
She passes by him nonchalantly, her arms laden with the 
briefcase and the duffle bag.
DONALD
Where are you headed, darling? Want 
some help with your things?
She ignores him and keeps walking. He jogs up from behind 
and steps in front of her, cutting her off. He takes a 
drag from his cigarette, blowing smoke in ANNA'S face as he 
exhales. She COUGHS.
DONALD
What's a pretty little thing like 
you doing out here all by your 
lonesome?
ANNA
Excuse me.
She tries to amble around him, but he cuts her off again, 
leaning his arm against the building to block her path.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 75 .
DONALD
What do you say you come have a 
drink with me? You look like you 
could use one.
ANNA
No, thank you.
She pushes past him, her heels CLICKING against the concrete 
sidewalk as she walks away from him down the covered walkway 
to her room.
DONALD
Awe, don't be like that, darling.
Come back!
She ignores him. He takes one last drag from his cigarette 
before stomping it out underfoot, his eyes never leaving 
ANNA'S receding profile.
DONALD
(mumbling)
Bitch...
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA opens the door of her room and flips on the light, 
illuminating the space in a dull, HUMMING glow.
The room is decorated in a similar style to the reception 
area. The furniture is sparse and outdated. There's a bed, 
dresser, t.v., and an easy chair. On the bedside table is a 
lamp, a telephone, and a digital alarm clock. The vanity and 
sink are in an alcove on the far wall, an adjacent door 
leading to the toilet and shower.
Closing the door, she walks over to the bed and sets the 
briefcase and duffle bag down on the mattress. She takes off 
the leather jacket, tossing it on the chair under the 
window. She slips off her shoes, stretching her legs and 
feet.
INT. - BATHROOM - NIGHT
The bathroom is a bright, white-tiled closet crammed with a 
tub/shower combo and a toilet, lit by fluorescent light. A 
towel rack hangs above the toilet.
ANNA slips off her clothes and turns on the water, which 
GUSHES from the bath tap. She sits down on the toilet, 
letting the water roll through her fingers as it warms up.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 76 .
From above, we see ANNA'S hunched body as she waits for warm 
water. Her naked back looks frail and exposed in the harsh 
light.
When the water is ready, she flips a metal lever above the 
tap. Steaming water FIZZES and SPURTS from the shower head.
SHOWER
She steps under the water, face towards the shower head, 
dipping her head under and wetting her hair. As she scrubs 
her body, blood runs down her stomach and limbs.
CU of the shower drain, where a reddish pool of water is 
collecting as the blood runs off of ANNA'S body. OS there is 
a KNOCK at the door.
A BEAT. ANNA pulls back the shower curtain and sticks her 
head out, the water still running.
ANNA
(yelling)
Hello?
There is no response. STEAM escapes from the open area 
around ANNA'S head. OS there is another KNOCK at the door. 
She turns off the water and grabs a towel from the rack over 
the toilet.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The MAN is lying in a hospital bed in a private room. The 
lights in the room are off, save one directly above and 
behind the bed. He is hooked up to several different 
machines.
CU of medication from an IV slowly DRIPPING down, flowing 
into a clear tube leading to a needle, leading into his 
vein.
A heart rate monitor keeps track of his pulse with a steady 
BEEP, BEEP, BEEP.
CUT BACK TO:
77 .
ANNA peeks her head around the bathroom door, a towel 
wrapped around her body, held tightly against her chest.
ANNA
Who is it?
There is no response. Slowly, she walks to the door and 
looks through the peephole.
ANNA'S POV. Through the peephole, we can see the space 
immediately outside of the door. The sidewalk, the parking 
lot, all illuminated by the harsh fluorescents. No one is 
outside.
BATHROOM
She walks back into the bathroom and turns the water on. She 
flips the switch and water SPURTS out from the shower head, 
already STEAMING.
From floor level, we see ANNA'S calves standing on the bath 
mat, her feet facing the shower. Her towel drops to the 
floor. OS there is another KNOCK at the door, this time more 
insistent. OS we hear her SIGH, clearly annoyed. Hands reach
down and pick up the towel.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
We can hear the consistent BEEP, BEEP, BEEP of the heart 
rate monitor.
CU of the MAN'S right hand lying limply next to his body in 
the hospital bed. One of his fingers TWITCHES slightly.
Once, then a second time.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA hurries to the front door, her arm holding her towel in
place. She looks through the peephole again.
From ANNA'S POV. Through the peephole, we can see the space 
directly outside of her door. Once again, no one is there.
She deliberates for a moment before unlocking the door. She 
turns the handle slowly, opens the door a few inches, and 
pushes her face up to the opening between the door and the 
frame. She peers outside for a moment. Seeing nothing, 
she swings the door open wide.
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
78 .
Barefoot and wrapped in a towel, ANNA takes a step outside. 
The exterior is quiet, almost ghost-like. The only noise is 
the BUZZ of cicadas and the HUM of fluorescent lights.
DONALD is standing about twenty feet away, smoking another 
cigarette. When ANNA sees him she hunches her shoulders and 
tightens the grip on her towel, suddenly aware of how 
vulnerable she is.
DONALD
What's the matter, darling?
ANNA
You need something?
He takes a few steps towards her, CHUCKLING, clearly 
enjoying himself.
DONALD
That sounds like an invitation.
ANNA
It wasn't.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
Seen from above, the MAN in the hospital bed lies 
motionless, his face pointed up towards the ceiling, his 
eyes closed.
OS we can hear the steady BEEP of the heart rate monitor.
Our view slowly tightens on his face until we are close 
enough to make out each individual eyelash.
CUT BACK TO:
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
ANNA and DONALD are facing each on the concrete walkway, 
standing about ten feet apart. ANNA'S body is rigid and 
defiant. DONALD is relaxed, his hands in his pockets, 
his cigarette dangling lazily from the corner of his mouth. 
His shoulder is resting against the side of the building.
DONALD
Take a breath and calm down.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 79 .
ANNA
Leave me alone, okay?
DONALD
Shoot, you're the one who came 
outside. I was minding my own 
business.
ANNA
Stop coming to my room.
DONALD
Girl, what on earth are you talking 
about?
ANNA
You know what I'm talking about.
From the side, we can see ANNA standing in her towel, her
body framed in the open doorway behind her. Suddenly, the
door SWINGS forward and SLAMS SHUT.
ANNA
Oh!
She runs up to the door and tries the handle, but the door
does not open. She tries several more times. Desperate, she
BANGS on the door in frustration. DONALD appears next to 
her.
DONALD 
Let me help.
She quickly steps back, giving herself a wide berth from 
him. He starts to fiddle with the doorknob, leaning his 
shoulder up against the door and pushing with his full
weight. Eventually, the door POPS open.
DONALD
There, see? It was stuck. The 
door's warped. Happens with old 
buildings like this.
ANNA
Thank you.
DONALD 
No problem.
She rushes past him into her room, SLAMMING the door in his 
face. DONALD SHAKES HIS HEAD, CHUCKLING again to himself,
and heads back down the walkway.
80 .
Still holding her towel in place with one hand, she fastens 
the chain lock, leaning up against the door when she is 
done.
ANNA
(mumbling)
Jerk.
We see the briefcase sitting on the bed. ANNA walks over and 
opens it with a CLICK, lifting the lid. Inside we can 
see the gun sitting atop a large stack of official-looking 
papers. She takes the gun out and sets it on the bedside 
table, shutting the briefcase afterwards.
BATHROOM - LATER
The bathtub is filled with soapy water. ANNA is kneeling in 
front of the tub, dressed only in her underwear and a silk 
slip. She is trying to scrub the blood stains out of her 
clothes.
MOTEL ROOM
The t.v. is on in the main room. A local news story DRAWLS 
through the speakers. The light from the screen casts 
colorful shadows across the bed and carpet.
On the bedside table, we see the alarm clock and the 
telephone. The clock reads 1:08 a.m. The telephone RINGS.
ANNA enters from the bathroom, water stains dotting her 
slip. She walks over to the bedside table. She stares at the 
phone, letting it RING a few more times before picking it 
up.
ANNA
Hello?
There is only STATIC coming through the speaker.
ANNA
Hello?
The STATIC continues, growing louder. Giving up, she hangs 
up the phone and walks back across the room, exiting into 
the bathroom.
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
81 .
BATHROOM
She picks up the blouse she was washing and holds it up to 
the light, examining it. Most of the blood stains are now 
gone. OS the telephone RINGS again.
ANNA
(mumbling)
Now what?
MOTEL ROOM
She walks out of the bathroom, over to the bedside table, 
and picks up the phone.
ANNA
Hello?
Again, there is only STATIC on the other end of the line.
CU of ANNA'S face. She listens carefully to the STATIC 
noise, trying to make out anything coherent from the other 
end.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
A NURSE with a kind face shuffles into the MAN'S room, 
carrying a tray. She's wearing blue scrubs, her hair tied 
back in an 80's scrunchie. She sets the tray down on the 
bedside table.
CU of the tray. On a blanket of blue hospital linen are 
several hypodermic syringes. The NURSE'S hand reaches out 
and takes one of them.
The NURSE uncaps the syringe and inserts the needle into the
IV drip, administering the medication. Our view tightens on 
the IV. We watch as the tinted medication slowly mixes with
the water in the IV, swirling together.
The MAN in the bed does not move. His eyes are closed, his 
face hooked up to a breathing tube. The NURSE'S hand reaches 
out and strokes his forehead a few times in a mothering way.
CUT BACK TO:
82 .
ANNA hangs up the phone. The moment the receiver hits the 
phone dock, the phone starts to RING again. She grabs the 
receiver and HISSES her words into it menacingly.
ANNA
Listen, buddy. Whoever this is 
needs to leave me alone or I'll--
CUT TO:
INT. - MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT
JEFF is sitting in his back office behind a desk with his 
feet up. His porno magazine is resting open against his 
thighs. A t.v. set sits mounted high up on the wall. A show 
is PLAYING in the background. He has the phone propped 
between his ear and his shoulder.
JEFF 
Miss...Smith?
CUT TO:
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA 
Who is this?
JEFF V.O.
It's Jeff. From up at the front 
desk...
INTERCUT with the MOTEL OFFICE:
JEFF
I got a call from one of the other 
guests a little while ago. Said he 
saw a woman and a man arguing in 
front of the building. Said the 
woman only had a towel on. Bit 
strange. You know anything about 
that?
As he speaks, he flips through the pages of the magazine to 
find the centerfold. When he does, he turns the magazine 
sideways to get a better look, moving the picture closer to 
his face so that it's nearly touching his nose.
ANNA
A misunderstanding. He and I were 
just talking.
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
JEFF
I see...
ANNA
Well, thank you for calling.
Goodnight.
She moves to hang up the phone, but he presses on. She 
pauses, perched on the edge of the bed, ready to stand up.
JEFF
You weren't expecting someone else 
when you picked up the phone just 
now?
ANNA
Excuse me?
JEFF
When you answered. Sounded like you 
were expecting someone else on the 
other end.
ANNA
I've been receiving some prank 
phone calls.
JEFF
Sounded like the tail-end of a 
lover's spat if you ask me.
ANNA
I didn't ask you.
JEFF
Well...as I said before, your 
business is your own. I only 
mention it because if you've got a 
friend coming over, that raises the 
room rate ten dollars for the 
night. Takes more soap to get the 
sheets clean...you understand. If 
you were planning on having someone 
over, it's my job to know about it.
ANNA
I heard you the first time.
JEFF
And it goes without saying, but 
it's probably for the best not be 
walking around outside in your 
skivvies. Some folks around here 
might get the wrong idea.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
ANNA
Goodnight.
JEFF
All right, then. Goodnight.
He hangs up, reaches across his desk, and picks up a lit 
cigarette from where it is resting in an ashtray. He takes a 
drag, continuing to eye the nude centerfold propped open in 
his lap.
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA hangs up the phone. She sits poised on the edge of the 
bed, her slip clinging to the curves of her body, her hands 
folded daintily in her lap. She looks around the room. We 
pull back slowly, the rest of the room coming into view.
The t.v. DRONES on in the background. The bathroom light is 
on, spilling out into the vanity area. The duffle bag is 
next to her on the bed. ANNA looks small and vulnerable from 
her position on the bed.
The clock on the bedside table reads 1:30 am.
EXT. - MOTEL - NIGHT
ANNA opens her door and steps out onto the walkway. She's 
wearing clean clothes: a crisp buttondown dress and a black 
belt, the same high heels. The leather jacket is draped over 
her shoulders. She locks the door and puts her key in one of 
the jacket pockets. She turns around and faces out towards 
the parking lot.
From across the parking lot we can see the 24-hour diner, 
its large windows lit up like storefronts. ANNA enters, 
crossing the parking lot and heading towards the diner, her 
heels CLACKING as she walks.
INT. - DINER - NIGHT
The diner is a haze of linoleum and bright fluorescent 
light. It's a typical greasy spoon, with a jukebox in the 
corner and pictures of famous singers from the fifties and 
sixties lining the walls. A handful of patrons sit sipping 
coffee and devouring stacks of pancakes.
The door DINGS as ANNA walks in, a sound that makes her 
JUMP. A standing sign near the door reads "Please Seat 
Yourself." She walks over to a booth situated under a window 
and sits down.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
A WAITRESS sidles up to the table. She's an ageing redhead 
wearing hot pink lipstick and blue eye shadow. Her name tag 
reads "Polly."
POLLY
Can I start you off with something 
to drink?
ANNA
Coffee, please.
POLLY
Coming right up.
She disappears into the kitchen and returns moments later 
carrying a large pot of fresh coffee, steam wafting up from 
the top.
Silverware and mugs are already on the table. She turns over 
one of the mugs and fills it almost to the brim.
POLLY
Cream and sugar are right there if 
you need them.
She points to the far end of the table where a napkin 
dispenser, sugar packets, a bowl full of non-dairy creamer, 
and several different jars of condiments are clustered 
together.
ANNA
Thanks.
POLLY 
You ready to order?
ANNA
I need a few minutes.
POLLY
All right, sugar. I'll be back to 
check on you in a little while.
She leaves and heads over to another table to check in on 
her other customers.
ANNA stirs cream and sugar into her coffee, but doesn't 
drink any. She sits at the table, the mug warming her hands, 
staring blankly out the window.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
From ANNA'S POV. A MAN walks by the window. He's young and 
attractive, wearing a large leather jacket similar to the 
one ANNA is wearing. When she sees him cross her line of 
vision, she JUMPS, spilling some of her coffee onto the 
linoleum tabletop.
OS the door DINGS as someone enters the diner. The MAN 
passes by ANNA'S booth and sits down at a table full of 
other men, all eating and talking together. They greet him 
warmly when they see him. As he sits down, his eyes meet
ANNA'S for a moment. He smiles at her.
She immediately looks down at the table, grabbing a napkin 
from the dispenser and hurriedly wiping up the spilt coffee. 
She takes a long drink from her mug and leans back into the 
booth. She grabs a menu and pretends to peruse it.
Around her, the diner is full of noise. POLLY is busy adding 
up a check at the cash register, the buttons CLICKING dully 
as she hits them. The SIZZLE of frying pans is faint from 
the kitchen.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
CU of the heart rate monitor. The BEEP, BEEP, BEEP,
continues, represented visually on the screen with 
corresponding spikes.
The NURSE walks in from the hall, on her nightly rounds. She 
approaches the bed confidently, checking to ensure that 
everything is in order.
CU of the MAN'S face. From under the breathing mask, we 
watch as a small trickle of blood escapes his nose, trailing 
down to his partly agape mouth.
The NURSE is busy taking readings from one of the many 
machines the MAN is hooked up to, and does not notice the 
blood.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - DINER - NIGHT
ANNA is sitting at her booth, the diner menu propped open in 
front of her. Steam escapes up from the depths of her coffee 
mug.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 87 .
From ANNA'S POV, we can see the menu open in front of us to 
the breakfast food section. We close in on the pancakes and 
French toast platters. A drop of red liquid DRIPS onto the 
menu's plastic cover from somewhere up above. It is followed 
by another. Then another.
ANNA leans in closer to examine the drops, which are quickly 
trailing down the inside of the menu. She looks up towards 
the ceiling.
Looking up, we can see a large red stain in the ceiling 
directly above where ANNA is sitting. As we watch, the stain 
appears to grow, until it's larger than the entire 
booth. Another series of drops descend, this time 
SPLATTERING onto ANNA'S forehead.
She drops the menu on the table and quickly stands up,
wiping her face desperately with the sleeve of her
jacket just as POLLY is walking back over to take her order.
POLLY
Is everything all right?
ANNA
The ceiling...
ANNA points towards the ceiling, where the large stain was 
moments before, her eyes focused on POLLY'S face. POLLY 
looks up to where ANNA is pointing.
POLLY
What about the ceiling, dear?
ANNA looks up.
From ANNA'S POV. The ceiling above the booth is white and 
smooth. There is no trace of the large red liquid stain that 
was dripping onto ANNA'S booth moments before.
ANNA
But...
ANNA looks down at the sleeve of her leather jacket. There 
are no moisture stains on it from wiping the liquid from her 
face. She rubs her forehead and looks down at her hand 
afterwards, but it's dry. There is no trace of the red 
liquid anywhere.
ANNA
Excuse me.
ANNA pushes past POLLY, headed towards the front door of the 
diner.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
POLLY
Where are you going?
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The NURSE looks down at the MAN'S face, finally noticing his 
bloody nose. She turns around and looks out into the hallway 
just as another NURSE is walking past the open door.
NURSE
(loudly)
Carol?
CAROL, dressed in light pink scrubs, pokes her head into the 
dark hospital room.
CAROL
Yes?
NURSE
Can you go get Doctor Parker for 
me? He needs to see this.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - DINER - NIGHT
As ANNA reaches the entryway, the door swings open, DINGING 
as DONALD enters. ANNA runs straight into him as she tries 
to leave and stumbles back. He reaches out his arms to 
steady her, keeping a firm grip on her shoulders.
DONALD
Woah, there. Fancy seeing you 
again.
She tries to push past him, but he holds her in place.
ANNA
I need to get out.
DONALD
Where are you off to in such a 
hurry?
ANNA
Please.
POLLY
You need to pay for that coffee 
before you leave.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 89 .
POLLY is standing behind the pair, her hands on her hips, 
her lips pursed, clearly convinced that ANNA is trying to 
skip out on her bill.
ANNA
Right...
ANNA fumbles around in her pockets looking for the large wad 
of cash, but is clearly thinking about something else.
DONALD 
I'll get it.
He reaches a hand into his jacket pocket and pulls out a few 
crumpled dollar bills, extending his arm to give them to 
POLLY. ANNA takes the opportunity to slip behind him, 
towards the door.
ANNA
Thank you.
She opens the door with a DING and disappears from the 
diner. DONALD and POLLY are left standing in the 
entryway, their dumbfounded expressions mirroring each 
other.
EXT. - DINER - NIGHT
ANNA steps out into the parking lot to the echoing BUZZ of 
cicadas.
She hurries across the parking lot towards her motel room. A 
car drives past her in the parking lot, headed towards the 
diner. Its windows are rolled down and country music is 
heard PLAYING on the radio from inside. ANNA picks up the 
pace, almost running until she reaches the door to her room.
She fumbles in her pockets for the key. The fluorescent 
light above her begins to FLICKER, giving off a HUMMING 
sound.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The NURSE is standing over the MAN'S bed, watching him 
carefully while CAROL fetches the doctor.
CU of the heart rate monitor screen. Suddenly, there is an 
abnormally large spike, followed by another. The BEEPING of 
the monitor increases, the repetitive noise beginning to 
blur together in a HUM.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED: 90 .
The MAN begins to convulse violently on the bed, his arms 
and legs FLAILING. The NURSE throws her weight on his body, 
trying to pin down his arms with her hands.
NURSE
(yelling)
Doctor!
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA locks the door behind her and flips on the light, which
FLICKERS for several moments.
OS the t.v. turns on by itself, a laugh track CACKLING in 
the background of a sitcom. She walks over to the t.v. and 
hits the power button. The screen turns dark.
VANITY
ANNA turns on the sink and splashes water on her face. She
reaches for a towel to dry off. OS the telephone RINGS. She
JUMPS.
The sink turns back on, water GUSHING from the spigot. She 
hastily turns tap and the water stops. The phone continues 
to RING in the background.
MOTEL ROOM
She walks over to the bedside table and YANKS the phone cord 
out of the wall. The RINGING stops.
The lights begin to FLICKER. First once, then again. Pretty 
soon the FLICKERING is continuous, casting everything into 
shadow.
ANNA walks over to the light switch, flipping it several 
times, but to no affect. The lights will not turn off, nor 
will they cease their FLICKERING.
SHAKING, she picks up the gun from the bedside table and 
sits down on the bed. Her expression is PANICKED. Tears are 
beginning to form at the corners of her eyes.
CUT TO:
91 .
The NURSE is holding down the MAN while he continues to 
convulse violently.
CAROL runs in, followed immediately by DOCTOR PARKER. He's a 
lithe man in his late fifties wearing a long white medical 
coat. He rushes over to the bedside.
DOCTOR PARKER 
He's going into cardiac arrest.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
The lights continue to FLICKER as ANNA sits SHAKING on the 
bed. Behind her, the t.v. FLIPS ON, filling the room with 
sound.
ANNA darts over to the t.v. and turns off the power. The 
picture dissolves to black, then immediately comes back to 
life, a laugh track SPILLING out of the speakers.
CU of ANNA'S face as she stares at the t.v. screen in 
HORROR. Her eyes are wide, the screen's reflection visible 
in her pupils. The light from the t.v. casts colorful 
shadows across her face.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The heart rate monitor SCREECHES violently, the line on the 
screen is flat.
We can hear the electric HUM as a defibrillator charges.
The NURSE hands the paddles to DOCTOR PARKER, who is 
standing over the MAN in the hospital bed. The MAN'S chest 
is bare. We can see the large bandage covering his bullet 
wound.
DOCTOR PARKER
Ready?
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
CUT BACK TO:
92 .
ANNA yanks the power cord for the t.v. out of the wall. The 
screen goes black again.
The lights continue to FLICKER on and off.
On the bedside table, the telephone RINGS. The cord is lying 
loosely on top of the table, unplugged from the wall.
ANNA
No, no, no, no, no...
She stands up and walks slowly over the telephone, hovering 
over it.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
DOCTOR PARKER
Again!
We can hear the HUM as the defibrillator charges for a 
second time. The unending SCREECH of the heart rate monitor 
continues on in the background.
NURSE
Ready!
DOCTOR PARKER brings the paddles down onto the MAN'S chest, 
administering a large electric SHOCK that causes his body to 
convulse.
The line on the heart rate monitor screen remains flat, its 
SCREECHING persists.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
ANNA picks up the phone just as it RINGS again. She brings 
the receiver slowly up to her ear.
ANNA
(scared)
Hello?
The sound of HEAVY BREATHING is heard on the other end of 
the phone.
INT. - MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
CUT TO:
93 .
The SCREECH from the heart rate monitor continues.
The defibrillator CHARGES for a third time.
DOCTOR PARKER brings the paddles down onto the MAN'S chest. 
The MAN convulses as the electric SHOCK surges through his 
body. Nothing changes. The line on the heart rate monitor 
remains flat.
DOCTOR PARKER
Again.
NURSE
Doctor...
DOCTOR PARKER 
I said again!
The NURSE charges the defibrillator one last time.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA SLAMS the car door shut behind her as she gets in. She 
sets the gun on the passenger seat and inserts the key into 
the ignition. The engine REVS to life.
From the back seat we watch as she quickly puts the car in 
reverse and backs up, tires SCREECHING. She drives out of 
the parking lot and turns onto the main road.
CUT TO:
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The room is quiet. The SCREECH of the heart rate monitor is 
replaced with an eerie silence. The defibrillator is no 
longer in use.
CU of the MAN'S face, his eyes closed. He is no longer 
wearing the breathing tube. Hands pull a white sheet over 
his face, covering his entire body.
INT. - HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
CUT BACK TO:
94 .
MINUTES LATER
ANNA drives down a dark dirt road, the endless cornfields 
blurring together on either side.
CU of ANNA'S face. Her cheeks are tear-stained. Her mouth 
QUIVERS slightly.
Through the windshield we see the dirt road illuminated by 
the car's headlights, the ground ZOOMING past as the car 
speeds along. Suddenly, a MAN'S feet appear in the light of 
the headlights, standing in the middle of the road.
ANNA SLAMS on the brakes, the car CAREENING forward, then 
sideways as she swerves to try and avoid hitting the man.
CUT TO:
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
The car idles precariously in the middle of the road, the 
headlights illuminating the stalks of a cornfield.
The BUZZ of the cicadas permeates the air. OS a dog BARKS in 
the distance.
ANNA gets out of the car. Her legs are shaking. She stumbles 
in her heels on the uneven surface of the dirt road. She is
carrying the GUN in her hand.
She looks around the car, but does not find anything. Away
from the artificial lights of the town, the moonlight casts
a white glow on the road, making it surprisingly easy to see 
in the dark.
Looking head on, we see ANNA'S figure outlined by the 
moonlight, standing in the middle of the dirt road, her eyes 
searching the area. She takes several steps forward, 
faltering slightly in her heels. OS there is the sound of a 
twig SNAPPING. She hurries back to her car.
INT. - CAR - NIGHT
ANNA gets into the car and locks the doors. A BEAT. She puts 
the car in drive and slowly takes off down the road again.
MINUTES LATER
The car comes to a crossroad and stops. The engine IDLES 
NOISILY.
CU of ANNA'S face as she deliberates what direction to take. 
Her eyes are swollen. Her body QUIVERS from fear and 
adrenaline.
(CONTINUED)
CONTINUED:
She looks up into the rearview mirror. A dark human figure 
is seen sitting in the back seat.
ANNA
(sobbing)
No...
EXT. - COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT
The car sits idling in the middle of the road. The engine 
HUMS. Exhaust escapes up in large, grey swirls, illuminated 
by the red of the brake lights.
OS a gun is FIRED from inside the car.
We pull back on the scene. The car remains IDLING at the 
crossroad. Cornfields emerge from all sides, their tassels 
and stalks illuminated by moonlight. The crossroad is in the 
middle of the screen, its center lit by the car's 
headlights.
A crow glides over the scene, its glossy black wings 
reflecting the moonlight. It CAWS.
FADE TO BLACK.
